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THE MAN WHO LOST HIS SOUL DYANE 


If you prick us, do we not bleed? 

If you tickle us, do we not laugh? 

If you poison us, do we not die? 

And if you wrong us, shall we not revenge? 


William Shakespeare’s Merchant of Venice 
Act II, Scene I 
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Previously... 


Danny Wilson had done everything he could to protect his family at great cost 
to his own personal safety. Now he was lying on a hospital trolley waiting for 
medical attention. Will the Wilsons ever be able to live their lives in peace? How far 
could he rely on the law to help him? How justifiable would it be for him to take the 
law into his own hands? Is there room for vigilante behaviour in a civilized society? 

Despite what was going on in his life, Danny managed to maintain a 
responsible job as a surgeon, and provide the support to his wife Laura that was 
needed for her to continue to run her Model Management and Scouting business for 
aspiring young models around Europe in order to achieve their lifelong ambition. 
Danny’s son Jonathan had grown up and was a flourishing lawyer in his own right 
and was planning to marry his TV presenter girl friend, Michaela. 

As often as possible Danny and his family would go sailing in their riverboat. 

On the other hand, with her husband Peter Emery missing, presumed drowned, 
the life of Desiré had taken a down turn. The demise of her relationship with Antonio 
Bellucci, also presumed dead, had left Desiré feeling lonesome. She was determined 
to reverse her misfortune and what better way to do it than trying her luck with a 
successful Pianist? 


CHAPTER 1 


Kent, England. 


‘Mrs Wilson, why would Antonio Bellucci hurt your husband like that?’ the TV 
interviewer asked. 

‘He’s a psycho, that’s why!’ Laura answered with bitterness in her voice. 

‘Didn't you have an affair with Bellucci?’ another reporter shouted. 

‘It was not an affair!’ Laura blushed. She could not contain her emotions. “I’m 
sorry...will you please excuse me,’ she said as she walked away from the TV 
interviewer. 

Looking into the camera, the TV reporter said, ‘Mrs Laura Wilson is obviously distraught 
with what has happened today and she is undoubtedly worried about the extent of the injuries her 
husband has sustained. It is really a terrible sight here outside the emergency room of Saint 
Thomas’ Hospital,’ said the reporter as Danny Wilson was being wheeled in on a trolley. 

Several reporters and photographers were following the trolley, taking countless pictures. 


KKK 


Police Commissioner David Davidson was livid. ‘What is wrong here?’ he enquired. ‘We 
have four murders to deal with. One young au-pair girl was strangled; another woman in her fifties 
had her throat slashed and a husband and wife, bombed out of existence.’ 

After taking a deep breath, Davidson added, ‘...and they were four decent law abiding 
citizens. The press is crying for blood. Every newspaper in the land is carrying a story on their front 
page. The mayor is breathing down my neck!’ He banged the table with his fist. ‘I want this 
Antonio Bellucci found, do you hear?’ His voice was filled with anger. 

‘But didn’t he run into the sea and drown himself?’, Sergeant Cullen queried. 

‘Did you or anyone see him? Where is his body?’ 

‘The sharks must have got him, S11, etre Baysie-oneo fhe niostpepulie Incations toe collectine chads ween ance UK: 
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“Well I have news for you Sergeant. This morning I received some pictures taken by an 
amateur photographer. Antonio Bellucci has been spotted drinking coffee with a blonde woman in a 
café near Deal.’ 

Everyone in the room was dumb founded. 

Commissioner Davidson turned to Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield who had re-joined the 
Kent Police. ‘I’m putting this case in your hands CJ. I want Bellucci found. And I want him found 
fast, before he kills anymore innocent people.’ 

“Youcan count on me,’ CJ Fairfield said calmly. ‘I'll get to work on it right away.’ 


38 28 3k 


Detective Inspector Fairfield went straight to Saint Thomas' Hospital to check on the 
condition of Danny Wilson. After checking with the hospital receptionist of the whereabouts of 
Danny, he started to move to the waiting room where he was accosted by a doctor. 

‘Are you with the police?’ 

Detective Inspector Fairfield asked, “what have you got doc?’ 

‘He has several broken ribs and a punctured eft lung.’ 

‘Can he be saved?’ 

“Yes. He is in theatre and they are working on him right now.’ 

‘Okay, I want to see each one as they come out. And...no one...I mean... no 


one goes near him, as of now.’ 

CJ burst into the office adjoining the theatre where there was a one way mirror enabling him 
to see what was happening inside theatre. 

‘This is still a hospital, Inspector!’ the doctor shouted angrily at CJ. 

‘Doctor I appreciate your concerns. But I am here under the direct authority of the 
Commissioner himself...’ 

‘I hope you can document this?’ 

‘T can and I will,’ CJ retorted just as angrily. 

‘Come here doctor.’ Detective Fairfield took the doctor to one side. ‘Now you listen to me, 
Danny Wilson is going to get the best care this hospital can offer and you are going to make this 
happen. Do you understand?’ 

‘Yes.’ The doctor nodded appearing slightly intimidated. 

CJ Fairfield then walked into the theatre where Danny Wilson was lying on the operating 
table. There were theatre nurses and doctors around him, each doing their job. The anaesthetist was 
attending to his breathing, whilst the surgeon was taking care of his injured lung. CJ looked at the 
unconscious Danny with apprehension. 

‘Don’t worry buddy, you will come out of this just fine,’ CJ mumbled, as he held Danny’s 
right hand with both of his. 


38 2 3k 


A week later, following the operation, Danny was lying in a bed on the surgical 
ward, still unconscious. His vital signs were being monitored by machine and Staff 
Nurse Lewis was allocated to watch him under close supervision. His heart rhythm 
and breathing were steady but his blood pressure was a bit low. He had lost quite a bit 
of blood during the operation and he was on an intravenous infusion. 


‘It’s 7.00 A.M.’ Staff Nurse Lindsay Lewis said as she completed her charts. 
‘Good morning, Lindsay,’ Staff Nurse Flint said as she came to relieve her. 
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Staff Nurse Flint looked at Danny Wilson lying there in bed. ‘How is our special patient?’ 
she grinned as she took a sip of her coffee. 

‘He 1s stable,’ Staff Nurse Lewis answered, ‘but should have come round by now.’ 

‘Leave him to me,’ said Staff Nurse Flint. “He is in good hands,’ she uttered as she went to 
check Danny’s vital signs. She examined his wrist to see if there was any leakage at the site of the 
IV needle. ‘This is good.’ She leaned towards Danny and whispered, ‘I’ve got a little surprise for 
you...Ill be right back.’ She walked away with a smirk on her face. A few seconds later she came 
with a tape recorder in her hand. ‘Would you like to hear your favourite song, Danny?’ she said 
softly. 

Staff Nurse Flint played the tape that Laura had brought in the day before. 

‘I hope when you hear this music, you will respond. I will continue playing it until you do.’ 
Flint walked away to her desk. 

After a few moments of hearing the music, Danny’s hand moved 
intermittently. His eye lids twitched a couple of times. The music was reminding him 
of the first time he met Laura at the Battersea boat show. He could see himself and Laura holding 
hands as they walked on the beach talking and smiling at each other. He could see himself sitting by 
the bedside of his son Jonathan when he was only four years old. He was telling him a bedtime 
Story. 

His eyelids twitched again and his hand began to make more frequent 
movements. He was trying hard to open his eyes. Suddenly he saw Antonio Bellucci 
kicking him senseless as he lay there on the floor in Desiré’s bungalow. He saw Antonio spitting on 
him and whilst pointing a gun to his head, he heard him say, ‘your time is up.’ Then he heard two 
gun shots, his eyelids twitched again. 

At that moment, he lifted his left arm, and in the process, he disconnected the pulse sensor 
attached to his forefinger. The monitoring machine began to beep drawing the attention of Staff 
Nurse Flint who rushed to him. Danny started to breathe faster, still struggling to open his eyes. It 
felt like the room was turning. 

‘Damn machine,’ said Flint as she could not identify why the machine was beeping. She 
turned round to go back to her desk and rang for help and as she was doing so, she heard Danny’s 
voice, ‘Nurse.’ 

Staff Nurse Flint turned her head and she could see Danny was trying to come round. She 
panicked and as she was making a dash to the phone, she kicked the IV stand, dropping it to the 
floor. She succeeded in calling for medical help who rushed him to the theatre. Later he was 
returned back to the ward where he made good progress. 


38 2 3k 


As soon as Danny had come round, Staff Nurse Flint picked up the phone and rang the Kent 
police station. 

‘My name is Staff Nurse Flint and I am calling from St Thomas’ Hospital.’ 

“Yes Nurse Flint, what can we do for you?’ the voice asked. 

‘I would like to speak to a Detective CJ Fairfield please?’ 

‘What is this in regards to, please?’ 

‘I have a patient by the name of Danny Wilson. I was asked to notify him of any change in 
condition.’ 

“What is the change?’ 

‘The patient has come out of a coma after seven days.’ 

‘Detective Fairfield is not here at the moment. Please let me have all the information and I 


will pass it on to him. Please do not speak to anyone about this. It is for the safety of the patient.’ 


38 28 3k 


Two weeks after Danny Wilson had come out of his coma, he was lying in bed 
as he had been put on total bed rest. As he lay there he had a sneaky feeling that he 
may not have heard the last of Antonio Bellucci. He was staring out of the window of 
his cubicle in Ward 10, bearing the noises from building works taking place just 
outside the medical ward of the hospital. He could see a man sitting at the steering 
wheel of a tractor digging trenches for the erection of a new unit. The man was 
dressed wearing a yellow jacket and a yellow round steel helmet. There were other 
workmen milling around with shovels in their hands wearing black rubber boots and 
yellow gloves. 

All the time he had been working as a surgeon in the hospital this was the first 


time Danny was experiencing life as a patient. He hated the hospital food, the hospital bed 
and most of all he hated the fact that Bellucci had put him there. 

When he was driving his family to Desiré’s bungalow in Herne Bay, he genuinely thought 
he was driving them to a place where they were going to be safe but instead he appeared to have 
driven them right into the hands of Antonio Bellucci. How did Antonio know they were there in that 
bungalow? He wondered. Surely Desiré would not have told him. Desiré has been Laura's best 
friend for years. 

If only he had known the terrible truth about Des...! 


38 28 3k 


At 7.00 the next morning, the night staff were handing over to staff on the day shift. There 
had been two admissions during the night. The first one arrived around one in the morning via the 
casualty department after a gastric lavage following an overdose of barbiturates, and bed 18 was 
occupied by the second arrival. He was a victim of a hit and run. He had sustained a broken leg and 
multiple lacerations and bruises on his body. There were frenetic commotions all night. The phone 
rang intermittently for several seconds before anyone would pick it up. There were several patients 
needing attention, often all needed to be attended to at once. The nurses were rushed off their feet. 

Once the handover was done, the day nurses got to their post. One nurse was going round, 
bed by bed helping the bed-ridden patients to wash their hands and face and preparing them for 
breakfast whilst another nurse was assisting the ambulant patients to the toilet. Staff Nurse Flint and 
Staff Nurse Latoya were going round with the medicine trolley dishing out medications. 

‘Open wide Jessica,’ Staff Nurse Latoya said as she popped a tablet in Jessica’s mouth 
asking her to swallow. ‘Is it gone?’ 

‘Yes,’ Jessica nodded. She had had her appendix out and she could not wait to see the 
surgeon to get his clearance so that she could go home. She was only eighteen years old, with black 
hair, brown eyes and plenty up top. 

Jessica did not have to wait long, because at 10 o’clock that morning Surgeon Yawood Khan 
was doing his round accompanied by Sister Denise Lockwood. 

‘How do you feel today, Jessica?’ Dr Khan asked. 

‘Very well Doctor.’ 

‘Now, please lie down and let me take a look at your wound.’ 

Sister Lockwood drew the curtain around the bed and Jessica lay down, lifting her 
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nightgown exposing the dressing. Sister Lockwood carefully lifted the white lint dressing covering 
the surgical cut so that the doctor could have a peep at the wound. 

‘Hmm, there is a little bleeding around the edges. But nothing to worry about,’ Dr Khan said 
as he examined Jessica’s wound. 

‘It is sore doctor,’ Jessica told the surgeon. 

‘This is quite normal, but I will give you some analgesic to alleviate the pain. ‘Have you 
been to the toilet yet?’ 

“Yes doctor.’ 

‘And how was it...the stool was it normal, I mean no sign of blood?’ 

‘No doctor.’ 

‘Good, good, good.’ turning to Sister Lockwood he said, ‘get this wound clean and send her 
home with one week's medication.’ 

Dr Khan moved to the next patient, then the next until he had seen all his patients. When he 
returned to the Nurses’ station he saw Staff Nurse Flint busy writing notes in the kardex. She was 
stern-looking, with a brusque manner. 

‘Nurse Flint,’ Dr Khan called out. 

The nurse looked up. ‘Yes?’ 

‘Could you pass me Jessica Spencer’s case notes.’ 

Staff Nurse Flint leaned to her left, pulled out a file, and handed it over to Dr Khan. 

‘Here you are Doctor Khan. Would you be in need of her prescription sheet?’ 

‘Oh, yes please.’ 

Staff Nurse Flint reached to her right, pulled out Jessica’s prescription sheet and placed it on 
the counter. 

Dr Khan made an entry in Jessica’s case notes and then prescribed Paracetamol, two to be 
taken per day as required. He signed the discharge slip, moved to the sink, washed his hands, and 
then left the ward. 


38 28 2k 


In hospitals there is always a peculiar smell that never changes: a strong odour of 
disinfectant and antiseptic—coming particularly from the floor, the toilet and the clinical room. 

Entering the ward was a young nurse and she approached Sister Lockwood timidly. 

‘Excuse me Sister...’ 

Sister Lockwood turned round and by the uniform the young nurse was wearing it was 
obvious she was a new recruit. ‘Yes.’ 

‘I was told to report to you. I’m Student Nurse Lee.’ 

“You were meant to be here at 7 o’clock. This is the time we start work here you 
understand.’ 

“Yes, I'm sorry but...’ 

‘Never mind that...follow me.’ 

Sister Lockwood walked to her office, opened the drawer and pulled out a name badge. As 
she handed it to Nurse Lee, she looked at it and held it in her hand. 

‘Pin it to your lapel Nurse, there is no time to waste here.’ 

Student Nurse Lee looked terrified. 

Follow me and I will quickly show you round. Nurse Lee walked behind Sister Lockwood. 
Nurse Lee was amazed at the amount of activity taking place on the ward. In one section of the 
ward, there was a cleaner mopping the floor. In another section, two nurses were changing the 
sheets on a bed; at the nurses’ station were doctors, nurses doing various things. 

They arrived at a door marked, NURSES’ ROOM. As Sister Lockwood opened it, two 
female nurses were in various stages of undress. 


‘Oh! sorry,’ Sister Lockwood mumbled as she quickly closed the door. ‘This is where you 
can change. Later on I'll issue you with a locker for you to keep your uniform and bits and pieces. 
Do make sure you keep this door locked at all times, as things have gone missing recently.’ 

As they were walking back to the Sister’s office, several patients were watching Nurse Lee 
and the latter smiled politely at them. As they got to Sister Lockwood’s office, the cleaner had just 
finished mopping the floor. 

‘Mind how you walk dear, we don’t want you falling down now,’ the cleaner said. 

‘This is Lilly,’ Sister Lockwood told Nurse Lee. ‘When she is cleaning the floor she would 
prefer you not to come near her. She would prefer everyone here to having wings so that they don’t 
walk over her clean floor! She can be a bit intimidating at times...just ignore her.’ 

Sister Lockwood took a seat at her desk. As Nurse Lee was about to sit down on the vacant 
chair, she heard the sister saying: 

‘We don’t have time to sit down here. As you can see we are very busy this morning. Go to 
staff nurse Flint, she will mentor you during your allocation here. Just do what she says and you 
should be alright.’ 

“Thank you, sister.” Student Nurse Lee smiled and left the office. 

Am I going to be able to survive on this ward? Student Nurse Lee wondered. 


38 ok 2k 


Although Danny Wilson had been working in hospital for a long time, he had never stopped 
and seen how chaotic things could be at times in a hospital environment. He was itching to get back 
to work, but first he had to fully recover. 

During his stay in hospital, Danny was visited regularly by his wife Laura, his son Jonathan 
and future daughter-in-law Michaela Hughes. His wife would come in the morning whilst the other 
two would come in the afternoon just before supper was served. Almost all of his working 
colleagues had made a point of paying him at least one visit. Some found it quite funny, seeing him 
lying in bed, being on the receiving end. Danny’s cubicle was filled with GET WELL cards, not to 
mention the beautiful vase of flowers sitting on his bedside locker, brought in by his family. Also 
sitting next to it was a bowl of fresh fruits, like grapes, oranges and apples. On the wall was a small 
flat screen TV with remote control. 

Lying in bed with very little to do gave Danny plenty of time to reflect about his life with 
Laura, and how it had developed over the years. After his wife had come out of prison and they had 
got back together he had invested a lot of time in rebuilding his relationship. As far as he was 
concerned Antonio Bellucci was history. Killing him was to make sure that he would not come 
between his family and him. When he discovered that Bellucci was very much alive, after he had 
put six bullets in him, he did everything he could to seek the protection of the law. Despite all kinds 
of promises, Bellucci succeeded in terrorising him and his family. After they were trapped inside 
Desiré’s bungalow in Herne Bay, he and his family had yet another lucky escape. Though Bellucci 
was now presumed drowned or devoured by sharks, Danny would not rest until he had conclusive 
proof that this was indeed the case. He tortured himself with the futile thought of what ifs? 

What if he has not drowned? 

What if he has not been eaten by sharks? 

What if he is still alive...and comes after his family again? 


38 2K 
The next day when he turned on the TV, Danny caught the end of Commissioner Davidson’s 


press conference where he learnt that Detective CJ Fairfield had re-joined the Kent Police and he 
had been put in charge of getting to the bottom of Bellucci’s mysterious disappearance. 
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The police are not sure that Antonio Bellucci is dead otherwise they would have closed the 
case, Danny thought. This began to worry Danny. It had already gone past midnight when Danny 
managed to finally close his eyes. 


38 ok 2k 


Dr Parker was on his rounds accompanied by Sister Lockwood. He walked into Danny’s 
cubicle and after checking him over, Dr Parker was happy to discharge Danny. 

Danny sighed. He had been looking forward to this day. He had been unable to get Antonio 
Bellucci out of his mind, but he knew it was pointless worrying about it, at least, for now. 

At 3 o’clock in the afternoon, he went into the quiet room to wait for his wife 
Laura to arrive to take him home. As he sat quietly trying to pass the time reading a 
Reader’s Digest he said to himself that the next time he came near Saint Thomas’ Hospital, it 
would be as a surgeon, not as a patient. 

He hoped! # 


CHAPTER 2 


Islington, London, England 


She was in a deep trance when she heard a voice from far away calling her name, DESIRE. Just 
before she opened her eyes, she thought she saw a man rising up from the sea walking towards her. 

Suddenly she felt someone’s hand touching her shoulder and she sat up immediately and 
saw her friend Laura standing there. 

‘Sorry if I startled you,’ Laura Wilson said. 

‘Hi, what a surprise? Why didn’t you call?’ 

‘Then it wouldn’t have been a surprise!’ 

‘True!’ 

Desiré was lounging by her swimming pool reading the letter she had received from her /ate 
husband Peter Emery prior to him apparently drowning himself in Turkey. Part of Desiré really 
loved Peter, as he had always been kind and generous to her. Desiré was his first love and as they 
say the first love is the sweetest of them all. Peter had expressed how sorry he was for getting 
involved with drug trafficking and how in the end he was backed into a corner. He talked about how 
guilty he felt about what he did to Vincent Bouquet. He genuinely thought that Vincent would be 
able to bluff his way through the Turkish customs. Forgive me for what I am about to do..., Peter 
had written, and his last words were: J will always love you. 

Looking at Laura, Desiré suggested, ‘Let’s go inside.’ As she got off the lounger she 
remarked, ‘you look worn out, Laura. Doesn't the air in Ashford agree with you?’ 

‘It’s a nice area, and I love being in that house, but...’ 

‘Of course it's a nice area; after all you got married there, didn’t you? So why the “but’’? ’ 

“Well, it's not been the same with Danny being in hospital and all,’ Laura complained. 

‘Oh, yes, I’m sorry I've not been able to go and visit him. I have been rather preoccupied 
with my own problems,’ Desiré apologized. 

‘Of course, how is Peter?’ Laura asked. 

Desiré thought for a moment. She took a deep breath and then told Laura, ‘he drowned 
himself.’ Tears began to run down her cheeks. 

‘Oh, no, what happened? Why?’ a shocked Laura asked. 

Desiré spent the next hour telling Laura the story of Peter and his involvement with drug 
trafficking. 

‘I’m so sorry Desiré. It seems that neither of us are having an easy time.’ Laura’s voice 
sounded sad. 
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For a moment, Laura Wilson reviewed her life. After having created a 
flourishing Model management and scouting company, her life with Danny was 
bright again. She had made sure that she had built in quality time with her husband 
Danny. They had bought themselves a little river boat which Danny had insisted they 
name DESTINY. Her son Jonathan was now a fully qualified criminal lawyer and 
was doing well with his chosen career. Laura could not have wished herself a better 
life. Then Antonio Bellucci rose from the dead to spoil it all. One thing that had 


occupied Laura’s thoughts was: How did Antonio know about her and her family occupying 
Desiré’s bungalow? Could Desiré have blown the whistle on them? Surely not, after all they had 
been good friends for years. 

Desiré could see Laura was deep in thought. ‘How is Danny? Is he still in hospital?’ 

‘Yes, but he is being discharged this afternoon, and I needed to pick him up,’ Laura said. 

‘That’s good.’ Desiré said, feeling a sense of relief. 

When Laura had arrived at Desiré’s residence, she had noticed the FOR SALE sign in the 
front garden of the property. 

‘I see you are moving?’ Laura asked. 

‘Well, with Peter gone, there is nothing here for me.’ 

‘Where will you go?’ 

Desiré remained silent. For a brief moment, her mind drifted to Antonio. One place where 
they might have gone together was Tuscany. Antonio had told her how nice it was there. They had 
talked about having strings of children. She had always wanted to have a baby, which Peter had 
never given her, due to his low sperm count. Desiré really had her hopes flying high and now that 
Antonio was gone, also presumably drowned; all her dreams had evaporated into thin air. 

‘I don’t know yet, Laura. I might go back to Paris. I still have relatives there...’ 

‘T see.” Laura was dying to know if Desiré had known that Antonio was in the vicinity of 
Herne Bay when she had agreed that the Wilsons used her bungalow as a hide out. 

‘I was planning to drive down to Herne Bay and perhaps tidy the bungalow a bit,’ Desiré 
said. ‘When the house is sold I might stay there for a while until I figure out my future.’ 

Laura plucked up the courage. ‘Desiré answer me this question truthfully.’ 

“What question?’ 

‘When you told me I could use the bungalow, did you know that Antonio was there...in that 
area I mean?’ 

Desiré hesitated for a moment. ‘No,’ she answered feeling choked. She was of course lying. 
Could she have been expected to answer differently? Should she have told her best friend the truth? 

‘I was going to ask you to come with me but...’ 

‘Yes, that bungalow gives me the creeps. How we got out of there alive I will never know.’ 
Laura paused to wipe a tear lurking in the corner of her eye. ‘He raped me Desiré and he beat 
Danny causing him to be hospitalised. He is nothing but an animal. I really hope the sharks got him 
as CJ Fairfield said.’ Laura sobbed. She pulled out a paper tissue and blew her nose. 

Desiré had a totally different experience of Antonio. She did not see him as this beast Laura 
was referring to. As far as she was concerned, Antonio was anything but an animal. 

‘Laura...’ Desiré hesitated and then plucking up the courage, ‘I am truly sorry about what 
happened to your family there.’ 

“Yes, I am too.’ Laura reflected. 

There was a short silence. 

‘The only thing that I can think of is that Antonio must have followed you there,’ Desiré 
said. She could not tell her best friend that she had been having an affair with him. That would have 
surely severed their relationship for ever. 

“Yes, that’s what must have happened.’ Laura agreed. 
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Desiré sighed. “Good riddance! Hey.’ 

“You can say that again.’ Laura had a smile of relief on her face. 

After chatting about this and that for a while, Laura left making her way to the hospital to 
pick up Danny. 


28 28 3k 


Desiré kept her bikini on and tugged on some jeans and a soft T-shirt. The familiar cotton 
garments soothed her flesh that was pebbling despite the warmth of the June afternoon. As she 
stuffed some drinks and snacks into a plastic bag, her thoughts turned to Antonio. She must never 
let Laura know that she allowed Antonio to stay in her bungalow and had known he was there when 
she had told Laura that she could use it. 

Desiré zipped up the bag. Her hands shook, making her bracelet resonate. Rings of gold 
plated copper intertwined with ancient charms and symbols that she didn’t fully understand—and 
that had somehow become a part of her—tinkled like a fairy wind chime. Once again her thoughts 
drifted to Antonio. He had given her that bracelet as a thank you for letting him stay in her 
bungalow, which was a perfect hide out when the police were searching for him. Whilst Antonio 
was figuring a way of getting to the Wilsons, he never thought that in the end they would come to 
him. 

After Desiré had slipped on her high heel boots, she was ready. She switched on the alarm, 
closed the front door and jumped into her 4x4 BMW and set off. As she pulled her car off the 
driveway into the road, she hit the side wall, making the new stone sculpture wobble on its base. 
Luckily, it did not fall down as it would have surely crumbled into pieces. Her late husband Peter 
had bought it in France and had had it exported to their home in Islington a couple of years back. A 
nice reminder of the man she was once married to. On the other hand, she felt a little bit of anger 
towards him. Why did he get involved with drugs? She asked herself. He was doing so well with his 
antique art business, or was he? But, for someone to take his own life: what a cowards way out! 
She thought. Then her thoughts drifted on the bungalow. She suddenly felt her pulse start to race as 
she wondered what state she would find it in, given that she had not been there since Laura and her 
family had last used it. 
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The distance from Islington to Herne Bay was approximately 66 miles via A2 and M2. Ona 
normal day, Desiré could reach there in | hour 30 minutes, but it was not a normal day. Road works 
had slowed the traffic down and Desiré was getting impatient. But she knew she had to keep cool, 
so she decided to put on a CD hoping that the sweet music of Celine Dion would help to relax her. 

You deserve everything you get Laura. You were always trying to be better than me. Look at 
you now, she mumbled to herself. 

She momentarily lost her concentration and went straight into the back of the car in front of 
her. It had stopped suddenly leaving her no chance of applying the brakes in time to avoid the crash. 

The driver in the front car, a young handsome Italian in his thirties was furious. He removed 
his shades ready to have a go at Desiré. He got out of his car at the same time Desiré got out of hers. 
They both stood there and stared at each other for a brief moment. The Italian man, who was called 
Dino, went to assess the damage to his car. Desiré pulled off her yellow flair hat. 

‘May I see...eh...?’ Dino started to say. 

Desiré removed her shades and took a look at Dino’s car and then raised her head, which 
was covered with a pink and yellow scarf shaped as a band. She looked ravishing. 

‘lm so sorry,’ Desiré said pleasantly, sounding quite genuine as she shook her head a 
couple of times to adjust her hair. 


22 


Dino looked at her and was taken aback by her beauty. A broad smiled appeared instantly on 
his face. 

He sighed. ‘Well...’ he said with a huge smile on his face. Good heavens, he whispered to 
himself. 

Desiré smiled back and put her shades back on. 

‘But we...’ Dino stopped and stared at her as she bent down and opened the glove 
compartment of her car searching for her papers. She turned round, a wallet in her right hand; she 
pulled off her shades again wearing a sexy smile. Dino stood there and could not take his eyes off 
her. 

‘Eh...it’s nothing. Forget about it,’ said Dino. 

The next minute they were sitting at a round table outside a small café chatting to each 
other. 

‘...?ve some private dreams,’ Desiré said softly, dropping her eyes to the floor.’ Seconds 
later she lifted her head and asked, ‘what about you?’ 

‘T’m...err...into this and that and I have dreams too.’ 

“What are they?’ 

Dino grinned. He was deliberately being evasive about his profession as he wanted Desiré to 
be interested in him as opposed to who he was. He put his hand in his pocket and pulled out a 
packet of cigarettes. He shook the packet, took a cigarette and inserted it in his mouth whilst Desiré 
took off her shades and put the end of one of the arms of the sunglasses in her mouth, eyeing Dino. 
What a dishy man? She thought. 

Without lighting the cigarette, Dino pulled it out again. ‘Well...’ 

After listening to him she replied, ‘that’s very nice. I’m sure your wife...’ 

Dino quickly added, ‘I’m not married.’ 

‘Well I’m sure you have a girlfriend tucked away somewhere.’ 

Dino smiled. ‘Would you believe me if I say I don’t...?’ 

That’s what they all say, Desiré thought. But who cares. 
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When Desiré arrived at the bungalow, she found it was in a total mess. There was water on 
the kitchen floor. The glass pane in the back door of the kitchen was broken. There were traces of 
blood on the sand outside... she could not believe what she was seeing. She picked up the phone 
and found the line was dead. The wire had been cut off. She shook her head and reached for her cell 
phone. She called a cleaning company and arranged for them to come and clean up the place. 
Surprisingly Quick Clean, agreed to get to the bungalow within an hour. 

Desiré sank in a sofa in the lounge and roved her eyes around the room. As she had planned 
to stay in the bungalow for a while, she began to think of giving the place an extensive face-lift. She 
dialled a number and called a designer she had done business with before and asked her to come 
and remodel her bungalow as she wanted to sort everything out as quickly as possible. 

Meeting Dino Ferrari was quite a coincidence. In some ways he reminded her of Antonio 
Bellucci, similar mannerisms and just as good looking, except for the career choice. While they 
were talking at the café, they had exchanged personal information including telephone numbers. 

She reached for her handbag and took out a business card, which Dino had given her. She started to 
dial the number and then stopped. He's got my number, so let’s see if he rings, she thought. 2 


23 


CHAPTER 3 


Ashford, Kent. UK 


After Laura had left Desiré, she had made her way to Saint Thomas’ Hospital. She arrived there at 
six o’clock that Monday afternoon. As Laura entered the ward, the nurse in charge said, ‘I think you 
will find your husband is in the quiet room waiting for you.’ 

‘Thanks.’ Laura walked down to the quiet room. The door was closed. She knocked and 
heard Danny asking her to come in. They hugged each other and then Laura led her husband to the 
car. 

‘I’m glad you are coming home,’ Laura said. 

‘So am I,’ Danny replied. 

Just before entering the car, Danny turned round and saw Antonio Bellucci sitting in a black 
Sedan grinning at him. 

“Let me drive,’ Danny said to his wife without telling her what he had just seen. 

‘Are you sure you are well enough to drive?’ asked Laura, in a concerned voice. “Get in the 
passenger seat Danny; you are going to have plenty of time to drive.’ 

‘Listen to me very carefully, don't turn round, and just give me the keys. Get yourself in the 
passenger seat quickly.” He paused to take a breath. ‘We don't have time to argue. If we don't get 
out of here fast we are both going to be dead.’ 

‘What are you talking about? You are frightening me.’ Laura’s face was as white as a sheet. 

‘Please give me the keys!’ Danny insisted. 

Laura decided not to argue anymore and handed Danny the car keys. She wanted to walk 
Danny to the driver’s door but Danny was adamant that she get in the passenger seat and close the 
door after her. He turned round to look at the black Sedan and found it was not there anymore. He 
began to doubt his senses. He was sure he had seen Antonio. He shook his head, got in the driver’s 
seat and started the car. As soon as he had left the hospital yard, Danny received a text on his 
mobile. He flashed it on his SatNav screen and it read: 


Nowhere my friend for you to run; 
Now let’s have some fun; 
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See if you can 
Outrun my Sedan. 


Laura could also see the message and no sooner had she read it when she shouted, ‘Who 
sent this?’ 

Danny looked in his rear view mirror and he couldn't see anyone following him. 

‘Well, are you going to answer?’ Laura asked. 

‘I don’t know,’ replied Danny. 

Laura grabbed Danny’s mobile and checked who the sender of the message was, but she did 
not recognise the number. 
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Meanwhile at the Kent police station, CJ Fairfield had taken delivery of the message which 
Staff Nurse Flint left for him. He lost no time and drove himself to Saint Thomas' Hospital. 
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Danny was driving as fast as the road would allow him and he kept checking his rear view 
mirror to see if anyone was following him. He saw an exit and took it in the hope that the road 
would be free and he would be able to drive a bit faster with luck being on his side, the road was 
deserted. After driving less than half a mile down that road, he noticed a black Sedan behind him. It 
had come out of nowhere. It was time to panic. He glanced at the fuel gauge, and sighed when he 
noticed it read full tank and he put his foot down. It did not matter how fast his car was going, the 
black Sedan overtook him, and then slowed down in front of him. What is he playing at? Danny 
thought. Well, he did not want to start a road rage, so he reduced his speed. But the slower he drove 
the slower the Sedan in front of him drove. He finally decided to over take the Sedan. As he was 
doing so, he looked at the driver and saw it was Antonio. 

‘Shit,’ he shouted. 

‘What’s the matter Danny?’ Laura asked. 

Danny did not answer, He did not want to tell Laura that Antonio was still alive and driving 
the Sedan. 

As soon as he had completely overtaken the back Sedan, he could hear its horn blaring. It 
was making a sound like that of a ship when it is sinking. He turned his head back briefly to look at 
it, and then brought his head round to focus on his driving. He shook his head again, ‘Ha!’ he said 
with a smirk on his face. 

He looked at his watch and noticed that it was taking him longer that it should to get home. 
He was on a road he had never used before and his SatNav did not recognise it. Seeing that the car 
was still pursuing him, it did not appear to be a threat, and he decided to relax. He switched on to 
Radiol where Jeremy Kyle was conducting a phone-in session. He had been driving for quite a 
while, when he spotted a petrol station and decided to stop to refill his tank. 

‘Yes, Sir,’ the man servicing at the petrol station said. ‘Whatever you want I've got it.’ He 
was a middle-aged man wearing a Texaco cap. 

‘Fill it with green. Regular,’ Danny told him as he pulled out his spectacles and started to 
wipe the lenses. 

Whilst his tank was being filled Danny glanced at his rear view mirror and saw the black 
Sedan stationed on the road with its engine still running. Danny looked at Laura who was glued to 
her seat still not sure what was going on and she was getting no explanation from Danny. 

“Would you like me to check under the bonnet for you?’ the station man asked. 

‘Err...please do,’ Danny replied nodding his head. 

‘It looks like you could do with a little brake fluid.’ 
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Where have I heard that one before, Danny thought. He is just trying to get some money off 
me. 

‘Pll get some later, thank you,’ Danny answered as he wiped his lenses with his 
handkerchief. 

“You’re the boss,’ the station man said and closed the car bonnet. 

Danny got out of the car, stood where he knew Antonio would be able to see him, and 
reached for his mobile to make a call. 

‘CJ, it’s me Danny Wilson.’ 

‘Where are you,’ Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield asked, delighted they had made contact. 

‘Oh I’m on this road, not sure what it is called...wait a minute.’ He looked round and 
noticed a café with a sign. ‘I’m at a Texaco petrol station and near it there is a café called Lone 
Ranger...’ 

CJ cut in. ‘I know it.’ He paused for a moment then said, ‘Look Danny I think you better 
know that Antonio Bellucci is still alive...’ 

Danny interrupted him. ‘I know.’ 

‘You know?’ CJ interjected sounding quite surprise. 

‘Yes, he has been following me in a black Sedan since I left the hospital, and now that I have 
stopped to fill up my tank, he is waiting on the road in his car.’ 

As Danny was telling CJ about the situation, Antonio figured that he must be calling the 
police; he decided not to take any chances and drove off. 

‘He is driving away now,’ Danny told CJ 

‘Look, this man is dangerous. Stay there where there are people and wait for me.’ 

‘Oh, no, he's taken off...” Danny just switched off his mobile. 

After paying the station man for the petrol, he got into his car and drove off. The road in 
front of him was clear. He decided to relax and listen to what the callers were talking about on the 
radio. 

After driving a few miles, he saw the black Sedan parked on the side of the road. He glanced 
at it as he passed by. Moments later he noticed the Sedan was following him. As he got closer, 
Danny decided to wave him past. He overtook Danny but as he was doing so, he swerved sharply 
causing Danny to swerve in turn to avoid being hit. Nevertheless Danny’s car brushed against a 
lamp post damaging the left wing of the car. He slammed on the brake and brought the car to a 
stand still. 

‘What a fucking maniac!’ Danny yelled. 

“You lunatic,’ Laura shouted at the driver of the car. 

The black Sedan that Antonio was driving had a huge chrome shield welded to the front of 
the bonnet where the grill was located. The shield was fitted with sharp hooks capable of causing 
untold damage to other cars that it collided with. More significantly, if the hooks gripped to the 
back bumper of another car it could destabilise the car causing it to slide out of control. 

Danny wanted to get off that road, but he couldn't as it was a long road with no turn off. The 
black sedan was in front of Danny and Antonio had slowed right down, swerving left and right. 

‘Why don’t you go?’ Danny shouted aloud, feeling very angry. 

Each time Danny tried to overtake him; Antonio would swerve his car preventing the former 
from doing so. 

‘Why is he doing that? Who is he, Danny? Answer me, will you?’ Laura shouted. 

‘He's just a crazy driver.’ 

‘Did you do anything to him?’ 

‘Nooo...!? Danny screamed. 

They had been on the road for a good half an hour and Danny, who started off feeling 
worried, seemed to be getting irritated and was losing his patience. He sounded his horn a couple of 
times. They were approaching a nasty curve, and unexpectedly Antonio gave way for Danny to 


overtake. Danny put his foot down and started to overtake when he suddenly noticed a car coming 
in the opposite direction. Danny slammed his foot on the brake as quickly as he could and managed 
to swerve back avoiding a head on collision. 

‘My God, he tried to kill us!’ Danny exclaimed, looking alarmed. Jesus, he thought. 

‘T think we should call the police,’ Laura said. 

‘T already did,’ Danny said. ‘CJ told me he is coming to meet us. 

‘Where?’ 

‘At the petrol station.’ 

‘Why didn't you wait then!’ Laura yelled at him. 

‘Yes I should have,’ Danny admitted. ‘I’m sure when he doesn't find us there he will follow 
us.’ 

‘Let’s hope you are right.’ Laura was really annoyed with Danny. She began to 


think that maybe Danny was enjoying the duel. This is why he wanted to drive. 

‘I think you should stop the car and wait for CJ,’ Laura said firmly. 

‘What, here, in the middle of nowhere?’ Danny protested. 

“You brought us here. You should never have taken that slip road. If you had stuck to the 
main road none of this would have happened!’ 

‘Okay put the blame on me.’ 

‘Who else should I blame?’ 

‘Hmm...how about yourself.’ 

‘Me! How do you figure that?’ 

‘It’s because of you and what you have done that we are in this mess isn’t it?’ 

Laura was furious. ‘I knew it...I knew it.’ 

“Knew what?’ 

‘That one day you were going to blame me.’ 

‘Oh stop it Laura! stop it!’ Danny shouted. ‘Let me figure out how I am going to get us out 
of this.’ 

‘There is a way,’ Laura rebutted. 

‘How?’ 

‘Stop the car! Stop it now! I want out!’ Laura insisted. ‘If you don't stop this car right now, I 
will open the door and throw myself out.’ 

Danny realised that Laura was serious, and didn't want to take the chance and decided to 
bring the car to a stand still. Laura got out of the car and wanted to throw up. She squatted on the 
side of the road and emptied her stomach. She refused to get back in the car with Danny. 

Even if Danny wanted to leave her there, which he would never have dreamt of doing, he 
knew that wasn't an option, especially now that he was dreadfully aware that Antonio was still 
alive. Laura insisted that they wait until CJ come. He toyed with the idea of telling Laura that it was 
Antonio driving that Sedan and then decided against it. 
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When CJ Fairfield arrived at the petrol station where he had told Danny to 
wait, he found the station deserted. He looked around and when he went to use the 
toilet he saw the station man lying on the floor with a broken neck. For one moment 
his suspicious mind made him think that Danny had killed the station man, but he 
quickly shook the idea off his mind. Danny is not a murderer, he reminded himself. He 
figured that Danny must have decided to drive on. He waited for the ambulance to 
arrive before getting on the road in pursuit of Danny and Laura. 
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When Laura could see no sign of CJ, she agreed to get back in the car. Danny started the car 
and the engine started to make a loud noise indicating that something was wrong with the car. 
Danny decided to drive the car slowly until they reached a garage. 

He found that the road was slopping downwards; Danny shifted gear and allowed the car to 
run on neutral. Of course that gave him less control of the car, but he figured there was no danger as 
the road was clear. After taking a curve on the road he saw the black Sedan standing still by the side 
of the road. Moments later he was being aggressively pursued again. He quickly shifted the gear 
and engaged the engine. The faster he drove the faster the Sedan followed until it started to bump 
into Danny’s rear side, trying to force him off the road. Danny’s foot was fully down on the 
accelerator. He willed the car to go faster. Suddenly there was a loud noise. Antonio hit Danny’s car 
with a violent force causing it to go out of control and first hit the roadside railing, then the railing 
on the right side, and then back to the left rail. Finally it glided dangerously against it. Danny kept 
pumping on the brake and he managed to stop the car. If they had not been wearing their seatbelts 
they would have both been thrown out of the windscreen. Instead Laura sustained a bump on her 
head whilst Danny had whiplash. The black Sedan took off. A few minutes later CJ Fairfield 
arrived. 

“You took your damn bloody time, CJ!’ Laura screamed at him. 

‘IT told Danny to wait for me at the petrol station!’ 

‘What took you so long?’ Laura demanded to know. 

‘Unfortunately I had to deal with an emergency, Mrs Wilson.’ 

‘I thought we were the emergency!’ Laura shouted. 

“Well the man at the petrol station is dead. I had to wait for an ambulance to come.’ 

‘Dead? How?’ Laura asked. ‘Oh, my God!’ 

‘He had a broken neck, Mrs Wilson.’ 

‘Oh! no.’ Tears started to run down Laura cheeks. 

Danny was rubbing his neck, he was in excruciating pain. He could hardly breathe. 

‘Are you all right Danny?’ CJ asked. 

‘Yeah,’ he said, as he tried to breathe in. ‘Yeah, except...my neck.’ He was rubbing his neck 
with his right hand. The grimace on his face clearly indicated that he was in pain. 

CJ tried to hold his hand, but Danny pulled himself away saying, ‘it’s all right.’ 

After a brief moment CJ turned to Laura nodding his head as he said, ‘he's all right.’ 

Addressing Danny CJ asked, ‘was it him who ran you off the road?’ 

‘Yes.’ Danny tried to nod his head and had to stop half way as the pain was excruciating. 

Laura looked surprised. ‘Him...! Who Danny...who?’ Laura demanded to know, failing to 
notice that her husband was in a state of agony. 

‘Antonio Bellucci,’ Danny mumbled. 

‘What?’ Laura was flabbergasted. 

“You mean you knew it was him all the time and you didn’t tell me...’ Laura was livid. ‘I 
can’t believe it!’ she ranted. 

Turning to CJ Laura said, ‘you told us he had drowned...you said the sharks had 
him...you...’ She lifted her fist in the air ready to hit CJ, but somehow she managed to restrain 
herself. 

‘That’s what I thought. Evidently not,’ CJ responded. 

How could the law deceive us? Laura thought, shaking her head in total despair. 

‘Danny, I think I'd better drive you to hospital, and you too Mrs Wilson,’ said CJ. 

‘No it’s okay,’ Danny objected, still trying to regain his breath. ‘I'm okay.’ 

‘Okay.’ CJ decided not to insist, figuring that Danny was a surgeon and ought to know 
better. 
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‘Did you happen to notice the registration number of the black Sedan? 

‘T did!’ Laura announced 

“What was it?’ CJ asked. 

‘DEVIL.’ 

‘Devil,’ CJ repeated. 

Detective Fairfield immediately radioed his department to put out a trace on the car. Danny 
got out of his car, closed the door and started to walk. As he was doing so he stumbled and nearly 
fell down and felt a pain running down the left side of his body, waist down. He quickly grabbed his 
waist and steadied himself. He stood up straight and continued to walk forwards towards a café, a 
few feet on the opposite side of the road. CJ and Laura followed him. 

“What happened out there?’ the café lady asked. 

Danny did not respond. 

‘Can I use your toilet please?’ 

‘Yes, through the door...on the left,’ the lady pointed. 

After Danny had used the urinal, he went to the wash basin and started to wash 
his face with cold water. He applied water to his neck and ran his wet fingers 
through his hair as he looked into the mirror that was sitting just above the basin. 
When he had finished washing his face he took a look at himself then turned to a 


paper towel dispenser. He pulled out a couple of sheets and brought them to his face. 
Why? Why is this man tormenting me and my family like this? He said to himself. Why is he trying 
to murder us? Nowhere is safe anymore! I've spent my life trying to help people, trying to save their 
lives, and here I am trying to save my own life! We call ourselves civilized, we praise ourselves for 
having the freedom to move freely without fear, yet here we are back in the jungle again. 
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When Danny came out of the toilet he noticed CJ and Laura sitting at a table waiting for 
him. 

‘Are you all right, Danny?’ Laura asked. 

“Yes, I am.’ 

There was a cup of tea waiting for him, but he had no desire to drink it. All he could think of 
was how he was going to get his wife and himself home safely and remain safe? 

The café was crowded and dimly lit, and the air was warm and heavy with the scent of 
coffee and booze. Danny scanned the crowd, wondering about the identities and personalities of all 
the assembled people. He could see some of them were drinking and smoking like they had no 
wotries whatsoever. Were they really happy? Danny did not think so. Not one of them looked 
content or at ease. It was all false smiles and make-up smeared over desperation. Sure, some of 
them were chatting away minding their own business, and looked like they were enjoying 
themselves, but tomorrow, they would, most probably, be back to the drudgery of everyday life. 

Some of them didn't even notice Danny was there, whilst others were looking at him, some 
with a grin on their faces. It was obvious to him that they were talking about him or saying 
something associated with him. In one corner of the room there was a man with a stern face, 
wearing a moustache and an original Monmouth cap, dating from the 16th century, sipping his 
coffee. In another corner, there was another man, sitting at a table on his own with his back towards 
Danny. He was muscular in stature, wearing a cowboy jacket and hat drinking a pint of beer. 
Danny's eyes were drawn to his brown boots tucked underneath his jeans. Antonio wore boots like 


that, he recalled. Could that be him sitting there? he wondered. He could not take his eyes 
off the man. He debated whether he should approach the man and check him out or 
not. After all CJ was there with him, so he would not be taking too much of a risk. As 


the man adjusted his feet he could see a larger portion of the boots, when suddenly 
the man turned round and glanced at Danny. Danny quickly masked his face with his 
right hand but he was able to see enough of the man’s face to know that it was not 
Antonio Bellucci. 

He reflected on the people in the café wondering if they were wasting their 
time away. Then he thought about his own busy lifestyle, night and day worrying 
about his patients, always ensuring that he gave them the best of skills. Why do some 
people live life like animals with no care and regards for others, too ignorant to live 
in a community as decent citizens? He closed his eyes as if he was too ashamed to 
look at anyone. 

‘Danny, I've poured a cup of tea for you, now drink,’ Laura said. ‘Stop 
dreaming your life away.’ 

“Yes...yes thank you.’ 

He picked up the cup and took a sip. ‘I wonder if they sell ice cream here,’ he 
said aloud. 

“Wait I'll check.’ Laura jumped to her feet and walked towards the counter. 

‘I've done nothing to Antonio. In fact when he used to work at the hospital he 
was such a pleasant person to talk to,’ Danny said, looking at CJ. 

‘People change,’ CJ replied. 

“Yes, you’re right. He must have gone crazy.’ 

Danny drifted back into his own thoughts. Okay he is crazy. What can I do about it? 
I'm no psychiatrist. 

‘Here you are Danny, vanilla ice-cream, your favourite.’ Laura placed the ice 
cream in front of Danny. 

He took a spoonful and his eyes travelled to another part of the café. He saw a man wearing 
dark glasses looking at him. The man appeared to have said something to the person sitting next to 
him and the other man turned to look at Danny. He then turned and said something to his 
companion. 

Danny rubbed his face with his right hand and kept it there as if to prevent 
people seeing what he looked like. Why are they talking about me? What are they saying? If 
they have something to say why don’t they come and tell me? 

‘Danny.’ Laura said, seeing that her husband was in a world of his own. ‘I 


thought you wanted ice cream?’ 

Danny shook his head and tried to clear his mind. ‘Sorry I was far away just then.’ 

“What are you thinking about, Danny?’ CJ asked. 

Danny did not respond. His mind was in torment, various thoughts kept coming in and out. 
I've got it, he said to himself. The best form of defence is attack. Yes, this is what I'm going to do. If 
he thinks he is going to terrorise me then I will show him that I am not frightened of him, Danny 
soliloquised. 

‘Danny, why don’t you answer CJ?’ Laura asked. 

‘Eh! What?’ Danny looked puzzled. 

“You seem preoccupied, Danny,’ CJ intervened. 

‘Oh, it’s nothing.’ 

‘T could do with some iced water,’ Danny said aloud as he started to get up on his feet. 

‘No sit down, Ill get you some,’ Laura said as she got up. 

When Laura brought Danny some iced water, he swallowed it all in one go. Then he got up 
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and said, ‘Let’s go, I feel so tired.’ 
CJ sent for a tow-truck for their car and then drove them home. # 
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CHAPTER 4 


Herne Bay, Kent. 


The next day after Dino had met Desiré, he decided to get in touch with her. Desiré’s cell phone 
bleeped. She picked it up and could not identify the caller. 

‘Hello?’ Desiré answered. 

‘Hi there!’ his voice sounded soft and sexy. 

“Who is this?’ 

‘Dino...Dino Ferrari, the man whose car you hit.’ 

‘Oh! Hi..!’ Desiré tried not to sound excited but deep inside, she was thrilled that Dino had 
called. ‘Is there a problem?’ 

Dino was the kind of man she would happily die for. With both Peter and 
Antonio out of the picture, so she believed, she needed to get her life together. Life 


must go on, She reasoned. 

Desiré always had eyes for handsome men. Dino was exquisite, a woman’s dream. She 
instantly felt a pull towards him. Most of all she was captivated by him. So too was Dino. He 
admired Desiré’s elegance, slender arms, her pretty blue eyes which came alight whenever she was 
filled with excitement and laughter, her full lips red and delightful, like some forbidden fruit, ripe 
and ready for the plucking! Desiré could tell when she first saw him and by the way he looked at 
her, that he was interested in her too. Her thoughts left Dino for a moment and drifted onto Peter as 
her eyes gazed on a picture of him together with her which was snapped for them by a passing 
tourist on the very first day they had met. She quickly refocused herself. 

‘No, no problem.’ 

‘So what can I do for you, Dino?’ 

‘Well, I thought you would like to know that my car is fixed. It’s as good as new.’ 

‘I’m glad to hear it.’ 

‘Have you got yours fixed yet?’ 

‘Not yet. It’s resting in the garage, waiting for the assessor from my insurance to come.’ 

‘Well since you are grounded, how about I come and pick you up and we go for a drive?’ 
Dino said, seizing his chance. 

‘Where to?’ 

“You'll see. How about I pick you up at around 6pm this evening?’ 
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‘T need to wash my hair.’ 

‘I’m sure three hours is long enough. 6pm okay?’ 

‘Alright.’ 

As soon as Desiré had put the phone down she could not believe that she had 
accepted a date with Dino. It has all happened so quickly, so unexpectedly. She 
managed to persuade herself that what she was doing was right. J need to be doing 
something exciting. I need to rebuild my life. Now that I am alone, I need to go out; I don’t want to 
spend the remainder of my life behind close doors. Peter may have left me a rich woman, but money 
is not everything. I need love and lots of it. 

Dino too could not believe Desiré had accepted his invitation. He felt a nice 
internal sensation as he visualised her eyes and smile, which appealed to him the 
most. Dino knew women found him attractive - his dark, wavy hair, his crooked 
smile and muscular, athletic body were the result of many years of adventure and 
time spent outdoors. He was not narcissistic at all. He was strong, fast and active. But 
he was never sure if women liked him for who he was, or for himself as a person. It 
was refreshing for him to meet someone who did not recognise him. He had been 
looking for this kind of woman for a long time, but this had been very difficult in his 
circle. When he had first set eyes on Desiré during the car accident he had not missed 
noticing that she was wearing a wedding band on her left finger. If the woman is game, 
then I am too, he thought. 

Desiré had been somewhat rebellious in her young days. She could not help but 
remember the berated phone call she had had from her elder sister, Florence, so many 
years ago when she had just left Paris for London. ‘Desiré,’ Florence had queried. 
‘What on earth possessed you to go to London of all places?” When Desiré did not answer, 
Florence continued. ‘ You know that our family loathe those English people, and daddy won't be 
able to protect you. And you, being only 18 years old, will be entirely on your own.” 

‘This is what I want,’ was Desiré’s reply, infuriated with her sister’s narrow view 
of the world. ‘Do you think I want to be under the watchful eyes of daddy all the time? I want to 
be free to do as I please.’ 

‘To do as you please?’ Florence had ranted. ‘Daddy never stopped you doing anything, 
except prevent you from getting into all sorts of ridiculous situations.’ 

‘Tam grown up enough,’ was Desiré’s response. 

‘You are only 18 and yet you talk like you are 81.’ Florence had retorted. ‘You’ve got to 
admit that you are impulsive. Quite capable of doing anything that you might regret.’ 

Desiré snapped out of her flashback. She knew she was not stupid, despite her sister’s 
reservation of her ability to take care of herself, she felt she had done well. She got married to Peter 
Emery and had the best of both worlds. She was able to enjoy a married life and play away at the 
same time. She had never been short of money. In fact she would have happily given lots of it away 
to have a child of her own. All she ever wanted was to feel like a woman and as far as she was 
concerned the main idea of getting married was to bring up a family that she could call her own. 
Unfortunately, with Peter that was not possible. She had a soft spot for her elder sister Florence, but 
she was happily married with a string of children to keep her happy and busy. Before Florence was 
married she never did anything that would go against the wishes of her father. Her sister was 
mindful who she dated. Florence was always lecturing Desiré about men and how some of them 
were willing to take advantage of women—especially rich ones—who were stupid enough to let 
them. 
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I’m not stupid, Desiré reminded herself. J’m not going to fall in love with anyone unless he 
can give me what I need, and what I need right now is love. 
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One hour before her date with Dino, Desiré had been trekking around Herne Bay, taking in 
everything there was to see. She would have liked to do it all with someone by her side, as she hated 
being alone. Unfortunately, she had to accept the fact that both of the men she had in her life were 
gone. Now that it was close to 6 o’clock, she was eager to get a taste of having someone desirable 
by her side. 

At 6pm sharp Dino arrived in his Lexus. He was casually dressed—wearing a white pair of 
trousers, shirt and a black leather jacket. To compliment him, she put on a white skirt and pink top. 
Instead of going for a drive as Dino had promised, he took her to a nightclub where they danced, 
saying very little to each other. Occasionally glancing at each other lovingly, now and then Dino 
would bring his face close to hers, and gently plant a timid kiss on the side of her face and ear. 
When they gazed into each others’ eyes, they oozed the inner warmth they were feeling for each 
other. They looked like the perfect couple. The attraction was overwhelming. They finally wrapped 
their arms around each other and kissed passionately. 

After they decided to go for a stroll by the River Thames. 

‘So when are you going to tell me what you do?’ 

‘Is that very important to you?’ 

‘For all I know you could be a smart thief or even a strangler.’ Desiré laughed. 

“Would that worry you?’ 

Desiré stopped and looked into Dino’s eyes. “Yes, it would.’ 

‘Then relax. I am neither. Honest.’ After a pause he added, ‘it’s true that there are things I 
don’t want to tell you about me. It’s not because I don’t trust you. It’s because I don’t want to talk 
about them right now.’ Dino paused again. ‘Can you accept me as me, and not worry about who I 
am and what I do?’ Dino pleaded. 

‘T like you,’ Desiré said. ‘You must know that by now. I just want to know what I am getting 
into...Am I just a convenient escape route for you?’ 

A pain went through Dino’s chest like an arrow piercing his kind, tender heart. But he could 
understand Desiré’s concern. 

‘Desiré, I like you,’ he said. ‘Just being around you makes me feel alive, 
animated—special.’ 

She pulled back at the intensity of his gaze. His brown eyes were warm and alight. Holding 
his hand they continued to walk. 

‘For now, can we just enjoy our evening together? Dino asked. ‘I promise you I will tell you 
what I do.’ 

‘OK. I just want to know that I am safe.’ 

As they made their way, hand in hand, along the river bank, Dino felt a weird sense of 
association from reality. Tomorrow he would be in the limelight again. But right now he was 
enjoying this rare, private moment with Desiré. It seemed almost too good to be true that life could 
suddenly be this simple again. 

‘Come on, it’s getting late. I'll take you home,’ Dino said. 

They drove back to Herne Bay. When they arrived there, she apologized to Dino for the 
messy state of the bungalow as it was being refurbished. She led him up the stairs to a sparse but 
beautiful quiet room. The windows were bright and open, and the pale wood floor was clean and 
made the space seem new and fresh. The walls were covered with artwork, and there was an easel 
set up in one comer. The only furniture was a futon, faded but comfortable, and a desk with a 
leather chair that badly needed attention. 


Dino was pleasantly surprised by how spacious the bungalow was and by the countless 


pieces of artwork dotted all over the walls. 


‘Is your husband an artist? 
Desiré was silent for a moment. ‘My husband is gone. I lost him a few months ago.’ She 


said looking sad. 


‘Did he leave such a beautiful woman like you for a bimbo?’ 
‘No he is dead.’ 
Dino was shocked. The expression on his face changed suddenly. He shook his head. ‘I am 


really sorry...so sorry.’ 


‘Don’t be, I was preparing to leave him anyway. 

“Oh! he didn’t treat you well? What a fool?’ 

‘No, it was not like that.” Desiré felt somewhat uncomfortable talking about it. 
‘Look if you don’t feel like talking about it, that’s cool with me.’ 

Desiré quickly said, ‘I would rather we didn’t if you don’t mind.’ 

‘That’s fine.” Dino answered. 

‘I’m sorry,’ Desiré said. ‘I don’t want to force you to leave...’ 

‘No, I should be going anyway. I’ve got to get up very early tomorrow.’ 
‘Are you sure?’ 

“Quite sure,’ Dino got up on his feet and Desiré followed him to the door. 
They gave each other a kiss and as Dino was going he said, ‘I'll call you.’ 
Desire nodded. 
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The next day Desiré went shopping again, this time alone. She went to an open market, 


picking fruits and vegetables. She looked so happy and revitalised. She chatted happily with the 


sellers as they tried to tempt her with their goods. As she was ready to end her shopping, she 


noticed a florist and decided to treat herself to a huge bouquet of chrysanthemums. 
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After spending almost two hours shopping she returned to her bungalow and spent a quiet 


evening indoors. 


Later in the evening Desiré received a call from Dino and they arranged a date for the 


following day. « 
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CHAPTER 5 


London, England 


Being a concert pianist Dino Ferrari had no fixed abode. He spent most of his time in 
hotels touring around Europe and currently he was playing in London with his 
Orchestra Della Toscana (ODT). 


At 6 o’clock that evening, Desiré heard a knock on her door. When she opened it, she found 
a chauffeur standing there. 

‘Mr Dino Ferrari has sent me to pick you up, Ms Emery. I have a limousine waiting 
outside.’ 

‘I beg your pardon.’ Desire was shocked. She expected Dino to arrive in his sport car. He 
had promised her a ride in the country side. She was dressed in jeans and a jersey top ready to go. Js 
this some kind of joke, she wondered. She hesitated for a moment then said, ‘give me twenty 
minutes to get ready.’ 

‘Tl wait for you in the limo, ma’am.’ 

Twenty minutes later when Desiré reappeared she looked fabulous in a 
stunning rose gold beaded dress with three-quarter sleeves for the perfect cover up 
and a brown faux-fur coat. She had matching gold sandals and lipstick; beautiful 
pearl earrings and a necklace. Even the limousine chauffeur could not believe he was 
looking at the same woman that had opened the door to him twenty minutes 
previously. 

When she arrived at the Royal Opera House, the chauffeur opened the door and she found a 


young woman standing there waiting to take her inside the theatre. The woman guided Desiré to 
her seat. 

Dino Ferrari was always nervous before a performance. He had a short rehearsal with the 
orchestra in the morning. To calm himself he had roamed the streets of London window-shopping. 
At 5 o’clock, he had gone back to his hotel and taken a nap. At 7.30 P.M. Dino arrived at the 
Artists’ Entrance of the Royal Opera House. The entrance hall was filling up with early arrivals. 

Dino went into his dressing room and started to practise some of the numbers he was to play 
that evening. Minutes later, a stage attendant knocked at his dressing room door. 

‘They’re waiting for you on stage, Mr Ferrari.’ 

‘l’m coming.’ 

Dino took a deep breath, and as he walked on stage, there was dead silence in the audience. 
There was a spotlight on him. He sat at the piano and started to play. 
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Desiré, seated in the front row, observed the magic in Dino’s fingers and felt a strange 
sensation under her skin as she watched him on stage giving the performance of his life. Desiré had 
played piano herself but she did not expect to be seeing the best, as far as she was concerned. When 
he had finished his number, the audience gave him a three-minute standing ovation. 
Afterwards, the green room was crowded with his fans. Dino was in the centre of the room smiling 
and busy signing autographs to people he had never met in his life, when suddenly something made 
him look up. His eyes clashed with that of Desiré. She was standing by the doorway. Dino carved a 
passage through the crowd until he got to her. He took her hand in his and said, ‘Thank you for 
coming!’ 

‘Thank you for inviting me.’ 

Desiré who had never been to a concert of that sort before, looked at him for a moment then 
she added, “you were great, Dino.’ 

‘Thank you,’ Dino said. He looked at her for a moment and then said, ‘if you’re not in a 
hurry...’ 

Before he had finished his sentence, Desiré answered, ‘I’m not.’ 

He took her out of the theatre and they went to the Palm Court Brasserie in King Street near 
Convent Garden where they had supper. It was a chic little restaurant with a classic Art Nouveau 
décor inspired by the Parisian Brasseries of the 1920’s. He figured Desiré would feel quite at home 
there. Indeed, the friendly manager, Mr Pierre Dilon, greeted them: 

‘What a pleasure to make your acquaintance, Monsieur Ferrari et Madame.’ 

He led them to a corner table for two. They ordered "Canard aux lentilles" (Duck braised in 
lentils). He was mesmerised by Desiré. 

Desiré just shook her head. ‘You are incredible. Here I am dining with a famous pianist. 
Why didn’t you tell me?’ 

‘Tell you what? That I’m Dino Ferrari?’ 

‘Yeah!’ 

“Would you have accepted my invitation?’ 

Desiré thought for a moment. ‘Maybe yes...maybe not!’ 

“You see what I mean?’ Dino paused then he asked, ‘Do you know how difficult it is to walk 
around without being recognised?’ 

‘I guess not.’ 

‘People do not want to be with me, they want to be with Dino Ferrari, the famous pianist.’ 

‘What’s wrong with that?’ 

‘I want someone to be with me,’ his voice softened. ‘And you, my dear, when I saw that you 
didn’t recognise me, I can not begin to describe to you how pleased I felt. I must have been 
searching for you all my life.’ 

As Desiré sat there silent, listening to Dino talking, she began to realise that being famous 
did not always bring the kind of happiness that most people think it did. 

Dino challenged Desiré. “Name one hero who was happy? Look at Heracles, he went mad 
and killed his family; Theseus lost his bride and father; Jason's children and new wife were 
murdered by his Medea; Bellerophontes killed the Chimera but was crippled by the fall from 
Pegasus' back.’ Dino sat up straight and then leaned forward. ‘Can you name me one, can you?’ 

‘I can't,’ Desiré admitted. 

‘I know. They never let you be famous AND happy.’ Dino lifted an eyebrow. ‘I'll tell you a 
secret.’ 

Desiré leaned forward. ‘Tell me,’ 

‘I'm going to be the first.’ Dino Ferrari took Desiré’s palm and held it to his. ‘Swear that this 
will be our secret.’ 

‘Why me, Dino?’ 

‘Because you're my happiness. So swear it now.’ 


‘I swear it,’ Desiré said in a low voice, lost in the high colour of her cheeks, the flame in her 
eyes. 

‘I swear it,’ Dino echoed. 

For a brief moment, the two of them sat there, hands touching. 

Dino grinned. ‘I feel like I could eat the world raw.’ 

At that moment, a waitress dressed in blue with a white frilly hat brought their meal. ‘Bon 
appétit,’ she said and walked away. 

When they had finished their meal, Dino said, ‘come with me to the Hippodrome. I’ve heard 
it is nice there.’ 

‘Hippo...where?’ Desiré asked pretending she did not know. 

Dino smiled and repeated, ‘the Hippodrome. It’s a nice little casino not far from here.’ 

‘How do you know that place? I’ve been in this country for many years and I’ve never heard 
of it.’ Desiré was lying through her teeth. Of course she had been there. She went there with Laura a 
few years ago and also with Peter once. 

‘I make it my business to explore new places whenever I’m in a new country.’ 

“You are the curious type, aren’t you?’ 

“You could say that.’ 

‘Do you do this with people too?’ 

‘Do what?’ Dino frowned. 

‘Exploring.’ 

Dino grinned. “You’re mysterious too.’ 

He was saying all the right things, Desiré thought. 

‘Well, what do you say, are you going to come with me to the casino?’ 

‘I don’t gamble, but if it pleases you, I'll be happy to accompany you to that 
hippo thing.’ Desiré smiled. 

‘Great.’ 

Dino settled the bill and left a huge tip. They took the tube, stopped at Charing 
Cross station, and then walked to Cranbourn Street where the Casino was located. It 
was a versatile entertainment venue in the heart of Leicester Square, incorporating a 
casino, bars, a restaurant and a varied events schedule including cabaret, live music 
and live sport screenings. It was open 24 hours a day and, unlike other casinos, no 
membership was required. As they entered, they were greeted with plush purple 
decor and soft carpet. The "Platinum" gaming room had plenty of dealers and staff 
working the game. Tables were not too crowded and the casino was lively. It had all 
the standard games as well as slots and some video poker/video roulette. There were 
many people there, hoping to get rich quick. Dino played poker. After an hour, he had 
won one thousand pounds. He had never won any money from that casino before. He 
turned to Desiré and said, “you’re my lady luck’, and then he took her into his arms 
and gave her a lingering kiss. They then went into the live music section and danced 
the night away. When Dino took Desiré back to his hotel, it was already dawn. 

It seemed to Desiré that she had waited a long time to feel the warmth of a man 
next to her. They reached Dino’s suite and there was a fire burning inside both of 
them. Dino took her in his arms and kissed her passionately. Desiré could not help 
herself. 

They began to undress each other. Suddenly the silence in the room was 
broken. Desiré murmured, Oh, my God. Dino was very gentle. When it was over, they 
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lay in each other’s arms, spent. He could feel her heart beating and her soft hand 
resting on his stomach. 

‘Dino...’ her voice hoarse and dry. 

‘Yes.’ 

“Would you like me to come with you to Florence?’ 

‘Oh yes.’ 

‘Good.’ Desiré replied softly. 

Desiré finally returned to her room. # 
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CHAPTER 6 


Florence, Italy 


The next morning they flew to Italy and checked in at the "Hotel Raito", one of the 
most beautiful 5-star hotels in Florence, located in the enchanting Vietri sul Mare on 
the Amalfi Coast. 

‘We have a beautiful suite with elegant sea-views for you, Mr Ferrari,’ the desk clerk said, 
and another one for you Ms...’ 

‘Thank you,’ Dino said. 

As Desiré entered her suite, she felt nervous. She wondered if she was doing the right thing, 
hanging around with a man five years younger than her. For a moment, she wanted to check out, but 
finally she decided to stay and enjoy Florence, as this was her first time there. 

That evening Dino was performing at The Teatro Verdi theatre. After the 
performance, they went for supper at the Enoteca Pinchiorri restaurant. As they entered 
the restaurant, the manager came to greet them. 

‘It is a great honour to have you eating here, Mr Ferrari.’ The manager said and took them to 
a table. 

‘Thank you.’ 

Desiré could not help notice the people staring admiringly at Dino. 

They looked at the menu and placed their order. Desiré looked at Dino and said, ‘the theatre 
was packed. Is it always like that when you are performing? They must really love you?’ 

Dino grinned. He fixed his eyes on Desiré. He could not stop admiring her beautiful blue 
eyes. He had been involved with many beautiful women, but never one like her. Despite being in 
her forties, she looked so young, so feminine and so unselfconscious of her beauty. He was so 
pleased to have her company. 

Supper arrived. For starters they ordered Lobster gratinated with green olives and braised 
red cabbage; and the main was Ravioli filled with mountain red potatoes; prawns with saffron and 
spinach. 

“Where do you go from here?’ Desiré asked. 

‘Tomorrow Ill be in Vienna. Then, New York and Paris, and finally back to Rome.’ 

‘That’s a lot of travelling.’ 

Dino laughed. ‘We pianists are like gypsies. We go where the work takes us.’ 

‘Don’t you ever get tired of living your life on a plane?’ 

‘Putting up with the dubious airline schedules can be tiresome, but the act of performing in 
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front of different types of audiences is quite exciting.’ 

As they were finishing their meal, Dino said, ‘look I always like to wind down after a 
performance. Would you like to take a ride on the canal with me?’ 

‘It would be my pleasure.’ 

A leisurely cruise down the Arno River was a great way to relax and see Florence. They 
boarded a Florentine Gondola that cruise the Arno river Arno River. As they sat in the barchetto, 
one of the only 4 original traditional wooden boats left in Florence, the voice of an expert guide 
from a loudspeaker unveiled the secrets of the Arno River as they strolled on its calm waters 
discovering its history and the beautiful Palazzos that framed its ancient riverbed. 

‘We are now passing in front of the Uffizi gallery, the beautiful caretaker of many artistic 
historical treasures. In front of us is the unique Pontevecchio Bridge.’ The guide said. 

As they passed under the bridge, they learned about the mysterious Vasari Corridor. They 
also discovered the Santa Trinita Bridge and the amazing Palazzo Corsini. 

‘This is a very beautiful city,’ Desiré remarked. 

“You have never been here before?’ 

‘No.’ 

He felt excited. ‘I... Iam flattered to have you at my side.’ 

Dino took her hands in his. He looked deep into her tender eyes and said, ‘let’s get off at the 
next stop.’ 

When they got back to the hotel, there was a message from her mother. Desiré glanced at it 
and put it in her handbag. It can wait, she thought. She had other things on her mind. 

“Yourroom or mine?’ Dino asked. 

“Yours.” 

Desiré finally returned to her room after spending hours making love. She picked up the 
phone and rang her mother. ‘Are you awake?’ 

‘T am now!’ her voice was weak. She looked at the clock on the wall and said, ‘do you 
realise its 3 o’clock in the morning? Thank you for returning my call.’ 

Desiré said, ‘What’s up mum? You asked me to ring you.’ 

‘T thought you might like to know that Alex left me.’ 

‘How come, I thought he loved you and the last I heard you were on a cruise together?’ 

‘And he found someone younger.’ 

“What a rat!” 

“You can say that again.’ 

‘I’m sorry for you mother.’ 

Desiré was not sorry at all. She hated her mother when she left her Dad for that toy boy. 
Now maybe she would know what it felt like to be jilted, Desiré thought. As the saying goes, what 
goes round always comes around. 

‘T’ll come and see you mother.’ 

‘T would like that. Thank you.’ 

‘Okay. Talk to you soon.’ 

Desiré wanted to cancel her trip to Vienna, but she didn’t want to upset Dino. Since the 
disappearance of Peter and Antonio, she had felt so lonely, and unloved, now that she had found 
Dino she did not want to mess things up. She got into bed and closed her eyes. She tossed and 
turned for a while before finally falling asleep..2 
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CHAPTER 7 


Vienna, Austria 


After spending an enjoyable time in Florence, the following morning, Dino and 
Desiré were on their way to Austria. The plane landed at Vienna International 
Airport, which is Austria’s biggest airport. They checked into the NH Belvedere, a 
charming four-star hotel located in the heart of Vienna’s diplomatic quarter and spent 
the morning making passionate love. Afterwards they went to visit Belvedere Palace. 
As they passed through the majestic wrought iron gate, they admired the decorative 
tiered fountains and cascades, and Baroque sculptures. They stopped and took a 
picture near the fountain of Neptune and Thetis. With their arms around each other’s 
waist, they walked to the Café Mozart to have lunch. This is the café where Sigmund Freud 
used to visit as it was near the university and his home. 

When they returned to their hotel, it was time to get ready as Dino was performing at the 
Vienna State Opera house. 

The concert that night was a total success. The green room was crowded with fans. Dino’s 
fans were all over him, touching him and asking for his autograph. Desiré stood there watching and 
felt jealous. Some of the women were much younger than her, just as beautiful and quite forward. 
She suddenly thought of the conversation she had recently had with her mother. She was in pain 
watching one woman throw her knickers at Dino, and shout, ‘I’m free tomorrow, Mr. Ferrari. What 
do you say?’ 

Dino grinned. ‘Thank you... sorry... I’m not.’ He then looked at Desiré and shook his head. 
He could see that Desiré was feeling left out. He went over to her and whispered, ‘let’s get out of 
here.’ 

‘Bien.’ Desiré grabbed his hand and rushed him out of the green room. 

They went to Brasserie Stadtboden, a restaurant very close to the State Opera House. The 
manager recognised Dino instantly. ‘It’s an honour to have you here Mr Ferrari,’ and walked them 
to a table. 

Dino ordered two tomato & mozzarella cheese appetizers, Viennese goulash, & shrimp with 
avocado. While they were waiting for their meal, a complimentary bottle of champagne arrived and 
they drank a toast. 

‘To us,’ Dino said. 

‘To us.” 

They talked throughout their meal. They wanted to know everything there was to know 


about each other. 
“You seem to have lots of fans in Vienna!’ Desiré remarked. ‘Is it always like that 
everywhere you go?’ 

‘I’m afraid so. Does that bother you Desiré?’ 

‘A little’ Desiré nodded. 

Desiré looked very sexy with her new spectacles. Dino was beginning to fall for her and that 
frightened him. He had known many women but had never felt this way before. Desiré wanted to 
tell him of her fears and reservations but she couldn’t find the courage to do so. She started to say, 
‘Dino I think...’ the rest of the words would not come out. She tried again but ended up saying, ‘I... 
thank you for bring me to Vienna.’ 

‘Without you Vienna is nothing, Desiré,’ Dino said with a loving smile on his face. ‘I can’t 
begin to tell you how wonderful it has been having you here with me.’ Dino sighed. ‘Sadly I have to 
be in New York tomorrow. Would you come with me?’ 

‘No. I’ve to go back to London.’ 

‘Any particular reason?’ Dino asked looking disappointed. 

She took a lingering look at him and then with a straight face she said, ‘I have a decorator 
coming to give my bungalow a face lift.’ 

‘Can’t you postpone it?’ 

‘Sorry that is out of the question.’ 

After what Desiré had witnessed, she’d begun to have reservations. She did not realise how 
jealous she was until she had seen all of those beautiful young women throwing themselves at Dino. 
She wanted to strangle them. She couldn’t get out of her mind the English woman who’d tried to 
slip Dino her hotel key. Although Dino had refused her invitation, she had the distinct feeling that 
he would have taken up the offer had she not been there. Desiré had been to Vienna before with her 
late-husband Peter and they had had a memorable time. Although she enjoyed the time she spent 
there with Dino and had really wanted to follow him to New York, she was not sure if she would be 
able to put up with another frenzied spectacle of his fans. 

She suddenly found the courage and just came out with it: 

‘Dino, I can’t see you anymore.’ 

Based on prior experience, Dino had expected something like this, nevertheless he was still 
shocked. 

‘Why?’ he asked 

‘I can’t compete with all these women chasing after you.’ 

‘Who is asking you to? They mean nothing to me. I’m only interested in you.’ 

‘Besides I feel so cheap and dirty.” Desiré mumbled. 

‘If it’s marriage that you are after, then, I will make an honest woman of you.’ Dino could 
not believe he had just said that. 

There was a moment of silence. Then Dino said, ‘Let’s fly to Vegas. We can get married 
there.’ 

“What about your concert in New York?’ 

‘To hell with it.’ Dino looked serious. 

‘I’m sorry, I can’t.’ 

After they had completed their meal, they returned to their hotel. As they were making their 
way to the lift Desiré noticed a jewellery shop in the corridor. She told Dino to go up and she would 
follow in a few minutes. Dino entered the lift and as soon as it started to move, she made her way to 
the shop. She bought a Rolex watch with a gold band. 

‘Would you please inscribe on it "To Dino with love from Desiré"?’ 

Fifteen minutes later she knocked at Dino’s door. Dino sensed it was Desiré. 

‘It’s open.’ 

‘T’ve a present for you.’ Desiré said. She gave him a gift-wrapped box with the watch in it. 
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He opened it and stared. ‘Sacré bleu! This must have cost you a fortune. There was no need, 
Desiré.’ 

“What’s the matter? Don’t you like it?’ 

‘Don’t I like it?’ He sighed. ‘It’s beautiful but...’ 

She placed two of her fingers on his lips then said, ‘wear it and think of me.’ 

‘I don’t need this to think of you Desiré, anyway, thank you.’ 

‘At what time do you have to be at the airport tomorrow?’ Desiré asked. 

‘Six o’clock.’ 

‘And you?’ Dino asked. 

‘Nine thirty.’ 

Desiré glanced at her watch and said, “that gives us just over one hour.’ 

What Dino did not realise, was that the watch was a farewell gift. It was her way of saying 
thank you to Dino for making her feel loved. Desiré wanted to have a final taste of Dino. She threw 
her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately. Her lips were burning with desire. Her body 
pressing against his aroused him. He pushed her gently onto the bed and they enjoyed each other. 

‘Desire.’ 

‘Yes, Dino.’ 

‘Please come with me to New York,’ Dino pleaded. 

‘T like you very much, but I am not the right woman for you.’ After a short pause she added, 
‘one day you will find a woman who will love you for you and not for who you are...and when you 
do, invite me to your wedding.’ Desiré fought hard to contain her emotions. 

Dino could see Desiré had made up her mind. He lay there as Desiré got up and returned to 
her room leaving a sad Dino lying there. He truly wanted his romance with Desiré to last forever. 
He could not believe it had ended so soon and so abruptly. A little voice inside him kept saying, 
Fight...vou must fight for what you want in life. He tried to ring Desiré’s room several times but she 
rejected all his calls. 

In the morning Desiré accompanied Dino to the airport and watched him fly to New York. It 
was nearly time for her to check in. After she had cleared customs, she went into the departure 
lounge. A few minutes later there was an announcement that her plane would be an hour late. She 
grabbed herself a cup of cappuccino and picked up a newspaper from the news agent. 

As she turned to page two she saw a picture of Antonio Bellucci with the headline: 
WANTED ALIVE OR DEAD. 

Was he dead or not? Desiré wondered. 

The flight to Heathrow airport was smooth. 2 
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CHAPTER 8 


Herne Bay, Kent, England 


After the beautiful weather in Vienna, Desiré arrived in London and was greeted with 
rain. The journey from Heathrow to Herne Bay was just under two hours. As she 
arrived home that afternoon, she stopped by her post box and checked if she had any 
letters. To her surprise, she found a postcard with nothing written on it other than her 
name and address. How mysterious? She thought. The curious thing was that there was 
no stamp or postmark on it. It looked like it had been put into her letter box by the 
person who had sent it. 

Desiré walked to her front door and inserted the key into the lock. As she was 
turning the key she felt someone breathing behind her. For some weird reason she 
thought Dino had followed her home. She said, ‘Dino.’ 

Before she could turn round, the man had his hand covering her mouth tightly. 

‘Don’t scream,’ the man said. 

Desiré recognised the voice instantly. She felt a cold chill down her spine. Antonio, who 
was believed to be drowned, had apparently returned from the dead. She struggled in vain to free 
herself. Then she sensed his hand relaxing. ‘Is that you, Antonio?’ she asked in a trembling voice. 

Antonio released her and she turned round, her face had gone white as if she was looking at 
a ghost. 

‘Who is Dino? What happened to Antonio? Antonio asked. 

Desiré stayed silent, her eyes fixed on Antonio trying to trust her eyes. 

“Well aren’t you going to invite me in?’ Antonio asked. 

‘Come in,’ said Desiré as she opened the door and pushed it ajar. 

Antonio followed her in. No sooner they were both inside the bungalow, Antonio had closed 
the door quickly. Whilst Desiré went upstairs Antonio looked through the windows to see if anyone 
was out there, then followed Desiré up the stairs. Once she had reached the landing she suspected 
Antonio was behind her and as she turned round, they glanced at each other. 

‘What would you have?’ 

“What would I have what?’ 

There was a short silence whilst they just stared at each other. Then Antonio leaned 
tentatively forward and gave Desiré a kiss. The latter responded then she pulled her lips away. 

‘Where have you been, Antonio? I was told you drowned. I’m sure the police must be 
looking for you,’ she said anxiously and turning her back to him, she took a few spaces forward 


then bent down putting her face between her legs. 

‘Good heavens, how was it wherever you were?’ 

Antonio looked round saying nothing. Desiré straightened herself and turned to look at him. 
Then she walked towards him, whilst Antonio kept admiring the décor. He particularly loved the 
two beautiful samurai swords hanging on the wall at the bottom of the stairs which he learnt later on 
that Peter had made especially, as a gift for Desiré, using non traditional materials and method. The 
beauty of these Japanese swords was in their distinctive appearance—they had a curved, slender, 
single-edged blade with a circular guard and long grip to accommodate two hands. Historically this 
type of sword was used in feudal Japan. 

He also could not take his eyes off the huge crystal chandelier hanging down from the 
ceiling of the landing suspended in the middle of the open lounge space below. 

‘The police will catch you, you know.’ 

Antonio still did not answer. He simply stared at her with a grin on his face. 

“What happened, God cut your tongue?’ Desiré asked tittering. 

Antonio sneered at her. ‘Nooo,’ he said with his hands in his pocket as he moved away from 
her continuing to rove his eyes. ‘Let them come.’ Antonio did not appear to be worried. 

Desiré moved towards him and as she stretched her right hand and hesitantly touched the 
back of his left arm, she said, ‘a detective came here several times Antonio.’ 

Antonio turned his head to look at her. ‘Do you know his name?’ 

‘He calls himself CJ Fairfield,’ she replied as she shook her head and walked 
away from him. ‘Antonio you must give yourself up’ she said whilst she took off her 
scarf and put on a record. 

As the music started to play, she moved gently towards Antonio, put her hand on his left 
arm and said: 

‘Grass...hmm?’ 

Antonio stood there speechless and looked at her face as if to size her up. 

‘Grass...?’ Desiré repeated, looking straight into his eyes. After realizing that she was not 
going to receive a response, she shook her head and pointing her small index finger she said, ‘wait.’ 
She turned round and entered an open area divided by a glass-bead curtain. Picking up a bottle of 
beer she pointed it to Antonio who kept his hands in his side pockets. 

‘T take it you still drink beer...or would you prefer something stronger?’ She asked. She put 
the bottle of beer on the table, moved into the bedroom and sat at the edge of the bed. 

After a moment, Antonio sat next to her and they stared suspiciously at each other for a 
while. Antonio then slowly leant forwards, with his left hand on her right shoulder; he gave her a 
gentle kiss on the right side of her neck. Desiré remembered how she used to like his love making. 

‘Why did you come back for me?’ 

‘Because I like you,’ Antonio answered his eyes boring into hers. 

He then moved his lips onto hers and leant her gently backwards onto the bed. She wrapped 
her left arm around his neck and they continued to kiss each other. 

‘I cared too much about you, I had to come back,’ Antonio said softly between kiss, almost 
believing in what he was saying. 

Desire lay there smiling, loving what she was hearing; she could not resist his touch. It was 
such an unexpected pleasure. She had been dreaming of him night and day, especially now that 
Peter was out of the picture or so she believed. But when she had learnt that Antonio was presumed 
dead she gave up on ever seeing him again. 

After they had made love, they sat up in bed and started to talk over a couple of beers and a 
joint of hash. The first time Desiré had tried pot was with Laura when they had gone to a club. 

Antonio noticed the postcard he placed in Desiré’s letter box resting on the bedside table. 

‘I see you got my postcard?’ 
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‘Oh! It was you who sent it?’ Desiré said. ‘I wondered who it was from.’ 

‘How come you are staying here?’ 

‘It’s a long story. I had to sell my house...my husband is...’ 

Desiré began to tell Antonio the story. 

Antonio cut in. ‘I went to your house in Islington and found it empty. I thought you’d run 


out on me.’ 


“Would you have missed me?’ Desiré asked curiously, her eyes buried deep inside his. 
Antonio smiled. He leant forwards and kissed her on the forehead. ‘You never told me who 


Dino is?’ 


‘No one special, I hit his car by mistake.’ 

“You seemed to have been expecting him to come to see you, how come?’ 

‘T didn’t give him my insurance details.’ 

‘Where is your car? Is it badly damaged?’ 

‘A bit, it’s in the garage. You can go and see if you like.’ 

‘And your husband drowned himself you said?’ 

“Yess 

‘Poor fucker.’ 

‘A coward, if you asked me,’ Desiré responded, sounding somewhat angry. ‘No one should 


take their own life.’ 


‘But in your case it worked in your favour.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Look at the problems you could have had...seeking a divorce and all.’ 

‘There is that, I suppose.’ 

“You don’t sound very pleased he is dead?’ 

‘Well he was my husband for a long time and he had been very good to me.’ 

‘I guess you are right. Sorry for being so insensitive.’ After a pause, he added, ‘Now I don’t 


have to be frightened of him cutting my balls off.’ Antonio laughed sardonically. 


“You’re not frightened of anyone. From what I’ve heard people are frightened of you.’ 
‘Are you frightened of me, Desiré? 

“Who me, no!’ Desiré said boldly. 

‘That’s good.’ 

‘Do you mind if I stay here with you, until I find myself a place?’ 

Desiré hesitated for a moment. ‘Okay.’ 

“You don’t appear to be too sure.’ 

‘I was only thinking what if that detective comes back.’ She lied. She was thinking about 


what she was going to do if Dino called. 
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‘Let him. I'll take care of this detective, if he starts snooping into our business.’ 2 
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CHAPTER 9 


Ashford, Kent 


England is well-known for its lousy weather. If it’s not raining, it’s snowing, when it’s cold it’s 
very cold and when it’s hot it is scorching hot. But it was one of those rare Sunday mornings when 
the sky was blue, the sun was shining and the temperature was just right. The motorway was filled 
with cars heading for the sea. The traffic was moving very slowly. Those who had a convertible car 
took the opportunity to put the top down, slip on their shades and enjoy the drive. 

Jonathan had arranged to pick up Michaela at her flat. When he arrived, Michaela was 
pleased to see him as she had not seen him for several weeks, because he had been working on a 
difficult court case and had needed all the time he could get to put forward a defence that would 
save a client of his, Rupert Meredith, from a lifetime in prison. Meredith was a tall, quiet looking 
gentleman who had been singled out in a line-up as being the man who shot a police man at a cash- 
point. 

‘Nice you can find the time stranger,’ Michaela said to Jonathan, being slightly sarcastic. 

‘Uh...!’ said Jonathan not appreciating Michaela’s greetings. 

Since Danny had bought his wife the boat, they had both been looking forward to taking it 
out to sea and he had been asking Jonathan and Michaela to join them. 

‘Hurry up and get ready, my parents are waiting for us.’ 

‘T won’t be long.’ 
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When Jonathan and Michaela arrived at the marina, Danny and Laura were already there 
waiting for them. When everyone was in the boat, Danny started the engine and they were on their 
way. The river was calm and the sun was shining. As they sailed down the river, the view was 
incredible. Both sides of the river were lined with trees. There were birds flying across the river. 
The sky on the horizon was greyish blue. There were occasional shinning lights from an 
unidentified source brightening the sky. The water in the river looked clean and Jonathan admired 
the ripples caused by the boat as it was moving forward. Once they had arrived at a suitable spot, 
Danny threw the anchor in the water causing a huge splash. As the anchor hit the water Danny 
could see the fishes running away. The boat was parked near the bank of the river. Danny secured 
ropes around a couple of huge trees to keep the boat from moving. The barrage of trees made the 
area look scarier than it actually was, but when it got darker it became creepy. It was fairly quiet 
with occasional noises coming from far away. 

Laura had cooked a nice meal and they all sat down to enjoy the rabbit stew with a nice 
bottle of white wine. As there was not much natural light coming into the cabin, Laura had switched 
on the electric light. They were all set to have an entertaining day out. With their different 
commitments, they did not have much chance to get together often and with what had been going 
on in their lives lately being together gave them a sense of solidarity. 

‘Later on I'll catch some fish,’ Danny said. 

‘Oh, you don’t have to, I got enough food here to last us a week,’ Laura announced glancing 
at Danny. She could read Danny like a book that he really wanted to fish, as he did enjoy a bit of 


48 


fishing now and then. ‘But it would be nice.’ Laura grinned. 

‘Good.’ 

Suddenly the weather had changed. There was an unexpected storm. The wind was strong 
and it was pouring heavily. The splash of water hitting the boat made a frightening noise causing 
Danny to jump from his seat. He approached the cabin window and looked outside. 

‘It hasn’t rained for days, and now we have a storm,’ Danny shook his head. ‘Damn British 
weather...’ 

They heard a loud noise coming from outside of the boat as it swung from side to side and 
rays of light illuminating the cabin. ‘What was that,’ Michaela asked, looking petrified. 

‘Pll go and check it out.’ 

‘No, Mr Wilson, don’t go out,’ Michaela requested. 

‘Look, everything is okay...’ 

“Yeah, we’re on the river now,” Laura reassured Michaela. 

‘Just a squall kicking up,’ Danny said. He picked up the torch and went on deck. 

Jonathan picked up a gun and followed his father. As soon as they got on deck they were 
soaked. The rain was really coming down. The wind was making a whistling noise as it travelled 
through the trees. They checked that the ropes that were holding the boat in place were still secure. 
Whilst inside the cabin, Michaela was tearful and Laura was uttering a few reassuring words to 
calm her down. Picking up a deep frying pan, she filled it with oil, lit one ring of the cooker, placed 
the chip pan on it and started to peel some potatoes. 

‘Danny...Jonathan...your tea is waiting for you,’ Laura shouted as she was not happy the 
two men was on the deck, and wanted them to come back inside the cabin. 

Laura heard noises on the deck but she received no response to her call. 

‘Danny!’ Laura shouted louder, looking worried. 

‘Jonathan!’ Michaela joined in, also looking concerned. 

Suddenly the two women could hear Danny’s voice calling Jonathan to help him pull a rope 
taut. Having heard Danny’s voice both women relaxed. Then they heard another noise which 
sounded like two people were fighting with each other. They raised their eyes towards the ceiling of 
the cabin wondering what was going on. Unknown to them Danny was being strangled and he was 
struggling, gasping for air. The boat jiggled violently, causing both Laura and Michaela to 
temporarily lose their balance. Someone had cut the ropes that were keeping the boat anchored in 
the water. 

‘What’s that?’ Laura shouted. “Are we moving?’ 

After regaining her balance, Laura shouted again, ‘Danny...!’ 

Out of nowhere Antonio appeared by the cabin door. He stood in the door way and stared at 
the two women for a moment. 

‘Good evening ladies,’ he said, with a huge smirk on his face. 

Antonio was relentless in his pursuit to terrorise the Wilsons. His aim was not 
simply to kill them, but to make them suffer like he felt he had suffered being locked 
up for years in prison. His message to the Wilsons was: you tried to kill me now prepare to 


die. The end game for him was, when he had got rid of the Wilsons. 

Unknown to him Jonathan was standing behind him with a flare gun in his hand. 

Unexpectedly Laura picked up the pan from the cooker and threw the boiling oil towards 
Antonio, who ducked in time to avoid most of the oil getting on him. This enraged him and as he 
was making a move towards Laura, he heard a voice. 

‘Leave them alone you fucking bastard!’ Jonathan shouted. 

Antonio turned his head. Jonathan fired the gun and a ball of fire hit Antonio’s chest and set 
him alight. As he was being torched alive, he screamed, rushed on the deck and jumped into the 
river. 
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Jonathan rushed to his dad. After discovering that he had a pulse, he gave him 
mouth-to-mouth resuscitation and successfully got him to breathe again. « 
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CHAPTER 10 


Herne Bay, Kent, United Kingdom 


After being forced to jump off the boat to save his body from being scorched, 
Antonio was like a wounded animal more determined than ever to finish off his 
adversaries. It was time to bring an end to his game, he thought. He was a fighter. He 
believed in the eye-for-an-eye business. He was no cheek turner. The Wilsons have tried 
to kill me, now they better hide. 

He succeeded in brain washing Desiré into believing that the Wilsons had got it in for him. 
He told her a cock and bull story. ‘They took me in their boat, shot me with a flair gun, and threw 
me in the water to die.’ He told Desiré how much he loved her and wanted to spend his life with her 
but he first needed to feel safe and that would only be possible once he had got rid of the Wilsons 
and begged for her help. 

‘If you really love me,’ Antonio told Desiré. “You would help me.’ 

“Why can’t we just go away?’ asked Desiré. “Somewhere no one will find us.’ 

‘The Wilsons have money and connections,’ said Antonio. ‘They will not stop until they 
have finished me.’ 

Desiré was confused, and she did not want to lose Antonio. After giving it some thought she 
decided to offer her assistance in luring the Wilsons into a trap. 
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St Thomas' Hospital is a large NHS teaching hospital in Central London. 
Administratively part of the Guy's and St Thomas' NHS Foundation Trust, together 
with Guy's Hospital and King's College Hospital it provides the location of the King's 
College London School of Medicine. Originally located in Southwark, but based in 
Lambeth since 1871, the hospital has provided healthcare freely or under charitable 
auspices since the 12th century. It is one of London's most famous hospitals, 
associated with names such as Astley Cooper, William Cheselden, Florence 
Nightingale, Linda Richards, Edmund Montgomery, Agnes Elizabeth Jones and Sir 
Harold Ridley. It is a prominent London landmark - largely due to its location on the 
opposite bank of the River Thames to the Houses of Parliament. The hospital was 


described as ancient in 1215 and was named after St Thomas Becket — which 
suggests it may have been founded after 1173 when Becket was canonised. 

St Thomas's Hospital Medical School, after a period of separation from Guy’s, they 
remerged in 1982 to form the United Medical and Dental Schools of Guy's and St Thomas' 
Hospitals (UMDS). 

The Nightingale Training School and Home for Nurses opened at St Thomas' 
Hospital on 9 July 1860. It is now called the Florence Nightingale School of Nursing 
and Midwifery and is also part of King's College London. 

The present-day St Thomas!’ Hospital is located at a site historically known as Stangate in 
the London Borough of Lambeth. It is directly across the river Thames from the Palace of 
Westminster. 

The hospital was designed to accommodate 588 beds, although the hospital charity's 
fundraising was not sufficient to open all the wards until 1896. 

The new buildings have white-tiled cladding, which was a characteristic of 
several other University and hospital buildings. 

The current main pedestrian entrance is in Westminster Bridge Road, although 
there is a separate vehicle and A&E entrance in Lambeth Palace Road; there is also a 
riverside pedestrian entrance, and the Lane Fox Unit (chronic respiratory problems) 
has its own riverside entrance, mainly for the use of patients on the Lane Fox Ward. 
Former Prime Minister Harold Wilson died at the hospital on 24 May 1995, as a 
result of cancer and Alzheimer's disease. 

It was Dr Danny Wilson’s first day back at work after having fully recovered 
from the injuries inflicted on him by Antonio Bellucci. After successfully completing 


two operations scheduled for him on that day, he decided to call it a day. Will he be 
forced to do yet another operation of a different kind? 
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After dumping his suitcase on the passenger seat, Danny got into the driver’s seat and 
started his car. Sister Nightingale who was watching him from a window gave him a wave and he 
waved back at her with a smile on his face. It was getting close to 6 o’clock and Danny turned the 
radio on to the news station. There was a news flash indicating that Antonio Bellucci had been 
spotted earlier that day in the Herne Bay area. As soon as Danny heard the news he made a call to 
CJ Fairfield. 

‘T have just been listening to the news...’ 

Before Danny could finish his sentence CJ interrupted him. ‘Don’t worry, we have 
everything under control.’ 

Suddenly, Danny heard a click behind his head and felt the barrel of a gun touching his 
occipital area. 

‘Cut this call off if you want to live,’ the voice said. 

Danny had heard that voice many times before and he immediately recognised it. 

“What do you want Antonio?’ He knew how violent Antonio could be and he kept still and 
ready to follow his instructions. 

‘Just drive and try not to attract any attention.’ 

Unknown to Antonio, Danny pretended to switch off his mobile but in reality he had left it 
switched on and CJ on the other end of the line could hear what was being said. 

The distance from Islington to Herne Bay was approximate 62 miles away and using the A2 
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and M2 it would take roughly lhr 29 minutes to get there. 
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Meanwhile in Herne Bay, following the instructions of Antonio, Desiré had made a phone 
call to Laura. When she could not reach her mobile she tried Laura’s home phone. The call was 
automatically redirected to Laura’s office phone in Islington where she happened to be working 
late. 

‘Hi, this is Desiré here.’ 

‘Hello, Desiré, what’s up?’ 

‘I hope you won’t be worried.’ 

“Why should I be worried?’ 

‘It’s Danny. He came to see me at the bungalow and he has accidentally hurt himself. I have 
managed to stop the bleeding. You need to come and get him quickly, please.’ Desiré cut off. 

Laura thought for a moment then she jumped in her car and started to make her 
way to Herne Bay. She could feel her hands were moist with sweat and she could 
barely hold her right foot steady on the accelerator. Unluckily for her, there was quite 
a bit of traffic on the road preventing her from driving at the maximum speed. 
Although Desiré had told her not to worry, she did not say how bad the injury was 
other than she had stopped the bleeding. Surely her best friend Desiré would not be telling 
lies? 
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A journey which should have taken her one and a half hours took two hours. When Laura 
arrived at the bungalow, she was not too surprised to see that the front door was ajar. She pushed it 
open, walked in and shouted ‘Desiré I’m here, where are you?’ 

As she was about to take the stairs to go to the second floor she looked up and saw Desiré 
standing on the landing, looking at her. 

“You took your time, Laura,’ Desiré said. 

‘Desiré...’ a puzzled Laura uttered. ‘Where is Danny?’ 

Desiré did not respond. She simply stood there motionless, staring at Laura. 

‘It’s bad, isn’t it?’ Laura enquired; looking worried. 

Desiré continued to stare at her, saying nothing. 

‘Where is Danny?’ Laura asked again maintaining a fixed eye on her friend as she started to 
walk up the stairs. 

‘Not really,’ Desiré finally talked. ‘Come,’ she extended a hand to Laura. 

Standing on the landing, Laura once more, raising her voice asked ‘Where is 
Danny?’ 

Laura was looking scared, her eyes wide open, mouth dropped opened. 

‘Laura, you don’t need Danny,’ Desiré said as she came closer to hug her. 

Laura saw the mischief in Desiré’s eyes; she screamed and jumped out of her way as she 
attempted to embrace her. Suddenly Antonio appeared from one of the rooms, looking as fierce as 
ever. 

‘Oh, my Goodness!’ Laura was horrified as she looked at Antonio’s devilish 


eyes, his arms opened wide ready to pounce. 
‘Move away from her Desiré!’ Antonio shouted. ‘She is mine.’ 
Desiré pulled back, looking petrified. She had never seen Antonio looking so devilish 


a3 


before. Laura too could not believe how intimidating and frightening Antonio appeared as he stood 
there looking tall and almighty. Both women felt their legs were glued to the floor. They tried to 
run, but they could not move. Antonio grabbed Laura, took her hand and dragged her towards an 
open room. Suddenly Danny appeared, he had managed to untie himself and emerge from the side 
door of the garage leading into the lounge. He was at the bottom of the stairs looking up at them. 

‘Let her go!’ he said aloud to Antonio. 

Antonio with one hand still holding Laura, turned round and stared ferociously at Danny. At 
this point Desiré ran downstairs towards Danny in an attempt to stop him getting to Antonio. 

‘Let her go, Danny. She does not love you, she never has,’ said Desiré. “Have 
you forgotten how she betrayed and cheated on you?’ 

Danny pushed her aside. She fell downstairs hitting her head against a skirting board. Laura 
managed to free herself from Antonio by unexpectedly kicking him in the groin and ran to Danny, 
who grabbed hold of her and rushed towards the exit door. Antonio rushed towards Danny and 
grabbed him by the throat, lifting him in the air. Antonio had Danny’s tie wrapped tightly around 
Danny’s neck and the latter could not breathe. Danny struggled in vain to free himself. Antonio 
pulled Danny back with great force and then pushed him against the wall. As the body of the latter 
hit the wall, he fell on the floor. Laura screamed as she saw her husband on the floor. She tried to 
run to him, but Desiré rushed towards her and grabbed hold of her. 

Somehow, Danny managed to get off the floor. He put his hand on his tie loosening it so 
that he could breathe. He saw Antonio making a move towards him. Danny’s eyes fell on the two 
swords hanging on the opposite wall, and he made a run for them. He grabbed one of them and held 
it in his hand threatening to hit Antonio with it if he dared come closer to him. Antonio stood still 
for a moment, eyes fixed on Danny. When he noticed that Danny was not making any attempt to hit 
him with the sword, he crept slowly towards him. 

As Danny saw Antonio coming closer, he shouted, ‘don’t come any closer.’ He pulled a 
couple of paces back and then lifted the sword over his shoulder ready to strike and impulsively he 
let his hand go forward, Antonio grabbed his wrist and twisted his arms. Being the strongest, he 
succeeded in disarming Danny. He held the sword in his hands and snapped it into two. Danny 
could not believe what he saw. Antonio put both his hands round Danny’s throat and began to 
squeeze hard, leaving the latter to fight for his life as he felt he was being choked. 

There was a loud scream coming from Laura. She grabbed the poker from the fire place and 
struck Antonio hard over the head. Antonio fell to the floor bleeding. Just as he was making an 
attempt to get off the floor, CJ Fairfield appeared, and shot him down. The bullet went straight to 
his heart and his body fell to the floor. 

‘Is he dead?’ Danny asked. 

‘He is,’ CJ confirmed. 

Danny wanted to make doubly sure. He grabbed the other sword from the wall and in one 
swoop; he chopped Antonio’s head off. 

‘Now he is.’ Danny gasped, as he threw the bloody sword to the floor and walked towards 
his wife. 
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That night Laura lay tossing and turning in her bed. In the early hours of the morning, she 
managed to close her eyes. Images of a headless man appeared in front of her. With his hands in the 
air, he was moving them slowly towards her throat. She tried to scream but could not. 
Unexpectedly, the alarm clock sounded and she woke up sweating profusely with her heart 
pounding. She turned and looked on husband Danny’s side only to find that he was not there. 

When she walked into the dinning room, looking pale and shaken, she found Danny sitting 
at the table reading the Lancet. 
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Danny looked up at his wife and asked leisurely, ‘What’s up with you this morning, Mrs 
Wilson?’ 

‘I couldn’t sleep a wink last night, that what’s up,’ Laura answered sounding irritated. 

‘I did notice. I don’t know how a guy is supposed to get any sleep with you tossing and 
turning like you did,’ Danny replied playfully. 

‘What did you expect with that dog of yours barking like that almost all night. Didn’t you 
feed him last night?’ 

‘Oh, leave that poor dog alone. Tell me, why are you looking so dreadful? Did you see a 
ghost or something?’ 

‘Well... almost... I’ve just had the most awful nightmare.’ 

“You should have called me.’ 

‘T could not.’ 

“You want to tell me about it.’ 

‘Uh-huh,’ Laura gasped a breath... ‘I would if I could... All I can remember is this headless 
man trying to put his hand round my throat. I tried to scream, and I could not. Suddenly the bedside 
alarm woke me up.’ 

‘Saved by the bell...dear...dear...dear’? Danny laughed. 

‘It’s all right for you to laugh. You wait until it happens to you.’ 

“You’re right, I should not laugh.’ Then he burst out laughing again. 

Suddenly he stopped and thought of Antonio Bellucci, whose head he had chopped off and 
felt a chill running down his spine. He quickly shrugged it off. ‘It must have been something you 
ate...err... talking about food... any chance of some breakfast...’ 

Laura’s mind had turned to Antonio. She heard Danny saying something but she had tuned 
him out. Is he trying to haunt me? 

*...I need to leave soon...’ 

If he tries to haunt me, I'll exorcise him. Laura was busy with her thoughts, barely listening 
to what her husband was saying. 

‘Laura, are you hearing me?’ 

Laura suddenly shook her head and gave Danny her full attention. ‘You said something 
about breakfast?’ 

‘Yes,’ Danny nodded, ‘any chance of having any?’ 

She looked at him, perplexed. ‘What?’ She said in an enquiring voice. 

‘Breakfast! Any...chance...of...having...any?’ Danny reiterated word by word. 

‘Err... what would you like, dear?’ 

‘The usual.’ 

Danny redirected his eyes on to the article he was reading. “Listen to this Laura: a surgeon in 
Mumbai has successfully transplanted the heart of a chimp into a 47 year old man giving him a 
second shot at life. Isn’t that wonderful?’ On Monday, a 22-year-old graphic designer from Mumbai 
got a second shot at life with a heart from a 42-year-old Pune woman who died of brain stroke. On 
Monday, a 22-year-old graphic designer from Mumbai got a second shot at life with a heart from a 
42-year-old Pune woman who died of brain stroke. On Monday, a 22-year-old graphic designer 
from Mumbai got a second shot at life with a heart from a 42-year-old Pune woman who died of 
brain stroke. 

‘Oh yes, great,’ Laura replied. ‘Soon these surgeons will be bringing people from the dead,’ 
she added flippantly. The thought of such a possibility made Laura shudder. 

‘Like Frankenstein you mean?’ 

‘Yeah!’ 

‘How scary!’ 

As soon as Danny had said that, his mind wandered back to Antonio. Wouldn’tthat be awful 
ifa crazy surgeon out there succeeded in stitching his head back on his body, Danny reflected. 
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Danny was an excellent surgeon in his own right and he was passionate about what he did. 
The thought of playing Frankenstein had never crossed his mind but he knew a senior surgeon he 
had met years ago in Rome who used to talk about nothing else and Danny was quite fascinated 
listening to him. The surgeon’s name was Dr Guillio Baccellini. As he was thinking of him, Laura 
came in carrying a tray. 

‘Here you are dear. Sorry about the toast, I think I have overdone it a bit.’ 

‘This bacon smells so nice,’ Danny remarked. 

‘Enjoy! Tea or coffee?’ Laura asked. 

‘Coffee please, black with one sugar.’ 

When Laura brought the coffee, she joined Danny at the table and they ate together. Both of 
them had taken a couple of weeks off work to seemingly regain their composures yet their chosen 
topic of conversation was somewhat strange. 

‘This Frankenstein thing is not real is it? I mean breathing life into a corpse.’ 

‘No, but...’ 

‘But what?’ Laura interrupted. 

“Well medical science is advancing everyday... once upon a time who would have thought 
that man would walk on the moon? Now, Richard Branson is testing a space-ship designed to carry 
people to the moon.’ 

‘Surely medical ethics would not allow any doctor attempting to play God.’ 

‘There are lots of crazy people in this world, Laura—even crazy Surgeons. So who can tell?’ 

“You mean crazy like you!’ Laura joked. 

“Well if I can chop a man’s head off, I think I can stitch it together,’ Danny replied laughing 
himself silly. 

‘Don’t you dare,’ said Laura, emphatically. 

Laura and Danny had come a long way, together. Despite all the trials and tribulations they 
had endured from Antonio, they had nevertheless landed on their feet, albeit they were conscious 
that the scars he had left behind would last for a long time. Looking on the bright side, with Antonio 
out of the way, their lives should gradually return to normal, they hoped! 

Changing the topic, ‘what do you plan to do with yourself today, Laura?’ 

‘T think I will treat myself by having a full body massage.’ 

‘Sounds relaxing.’ 

‘Do you want to accompany me?’ Laura asked. 

‘Naaaa...’ 

‘I know a nice massage parlour. Come, it would be fun. God knows we need it.’ 

“The fun or the massage?’ 

‘Both... don’t be boring. Come with me.’ 

‘Since you put it like that, I think I will come along.’ 

‘Good, it’s settled.’ 2 


CHAPTER 11 


Melbourne, Australia 


‘Former antique art dealer Peter Emery has been found living under a false name in Australia after 
apparently faking his own death,’ the news reporter said. ‘He is currently being detained under 
an immigration law by Melbourne police at the seaside resort of St Kilda, where he told officers his 
name was Richard Spooner. He is due to appear before magistrates on Boxing Day and it is thought 
he is being held for entering the country with a false passport. His wife, Desiré, is expected to travel 
to Australia to meet him, although it is understood she did not know he was still alive.’ 


Mr Peter Emery, 49, was feared drowned after vanishing on a Marmara beach in Turkey on 
20 November. 

He had left his hotel unnoticed whilst under police surveillance and there was no trace of 
him but for the pile of clothes, he had left behind on the beach. 

Peter’s initial interview with the police had proved inconclusive. It was thought he might 
have had a second forged passport because he arrived in Australia from Greece bearing the name of 
James Tomlinson. 

Whilst in the courtroom, Peter was, as always, dressed elegantly and expensively, in a white 
mohair suit with black shirt, white tie, and in a two-tone alligator black and white shoes. His clothes 
had been carefully tailored to fit his slim body. He answered all the questions he was asked politely 
wearing a light smile. 

As he left the courtroom, a free man with only a fine to pay, one of the reporters yelled out, 
‘How does it feel to be a free man, Mr Emery?’ 

Peter laughed. ‘Great!’ 

‘Did you know you were going to be acquitted?’ 

‘I never doubted my innocence,’ Peter Emery boasted. 

A TV camera was directed at him and he smiled, and then continued to wave at the crowd in 
the street. 

‘Mr Emery, is it true you had been smuggling heroin?’ 

‘Certainly not,’ Emery said. ‘I’m a law abiding citizen.’ 

‘The Turkish authority claims that you used a French tourist to smuggle heroin out of the 
country for you and—’ 

‘The only thing I use is aftershave. I like to smell nice.’ He grinned. ‘By the way, feel free to 
visit me in England, my wife is really a terrific cook.’ 
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He manoeuvred his way through the crowd where his wife in a white chauffeur-driven 
Mercedes was waiting to take him to the airport. Once Peter was in the car, he closed the door and 
gave a final wave to the onlookers. 

‘Hi baby, let’s go. When we get home III cook you a nice steak.’ 

The car started to move. 

‘T didn’t like that question about that French tourist,’ Peter mumbled. ‘I’m really sorry for 
his wife.’ 

‘I sent his wife £20, 000,’ Desiré revealed. 

Peter Emery nodded. ‘Good.’ 

The car was racing to Melbourne International Airport 

Peter said, ‘Did you see the look on the DA’s face when the judge pronounced...’ 

Suddenly a cat appeared out of nowhere, in the middle of the road shining its red eyes at the 
driver. The driver swerved to avoid running over it and hit the brake jamming it. The car skidded 
sideways and crashed into a steel barrier. The driver’s head flew forward and hit the windscreen. 

‘Oh, for Christ sake man!’ Peter shouted. ‘You lunatic, are you fucking trying to kill us?’ 

The driver was shaken. ‘I’m sorry, sir. There was a cat in the middle of the road.’ 

‘So you tried to kill us, instead of it? You’re a fucking asshole!’ 

The driver turned around to look at Desiré. ‘Are you all right, ma’am?’ 

‘Of course she is all right. No thanks to you!’ Peter shouted at the driver. 

Peter noticed a big bulge on the driver’s forehead. ‘Are you all right?’ 

‘Tm all right. It’s just a little bump.’ 

‘If you are ok, drive us to the airport before we miss our plane.’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

‘And make sure the next time you see a cat in your way, you kill it not us,’ Peter said as he 
sank back into his seat. 

There was an announcement on the loudspeaker as Peter and Desiré entered through the 
departure door. ‘The 16.15 Malaysian-flight, aircraft 380 from Melbourne to London is delayed by 
thirty minutes.’ A female voice said. ‘We apologise for any inconvenience caused. Would 
passengers on this flight please report to the airport restaurant for a free meal and drink.’ 

Peter and Desiré sat patiently in the VIP lounge waiting for their flight. 

‘Hey you!’ Peter called out to an airport hostess. 

A young Malaysian ground hostess in her thirties looked up. ‘Are you talking to me?’ 

‘Who else do you think I am talking to? I’m thirsty; get me a whisky and soda.’ 

‘I’m serving someone, I’ll get to you in a moment,’ the hostess said quietly. ‘Just wait your 
turn.’ 

‘T’m not waiting for anything,’ Peter told her. “You’ll bring me my drink now.’ 
The hostess looked at Peter and shook her head. ‘I’ve told you to wait, and that’s what 
youre going to do.’ 

Desiré said, ‘Peter do what you’re told, will you.’ 

“You are supposed to be on my side,’ Peter objected. 

‘Then stop embarrassing me.’ 

Peter looked at the hostess again, and his tone changed. ‘I would appreciate it if you could 
get me a whisky and soda as soon as possible.’ 

‘I won’t keep you waiting long.’ The hostess walked away and a few minutes later she 
returned. ‘Here is your drink, sir.’ 

‘Thanks.’ Peter took an Australian hundred bill out of his pocket. ‘Here.’ 

‘The drink is free, sir.’ 

‘No, this is for you.’ 

‘No thanks.’ 

Peter looked on as she walked away and went to serve another passenger. 


‘Maybe it was not enough,’ Desiré said. 
Peter shook his head. ‘Hmm, hmm. She’s a proud broad.’ 
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Laura could never comprehend why someone like Desiré who had been her best friend for 
so long could betray her trust. Each time she thought of her she missed her company. However, she 
felt she had no option but to sever her relationship with Desiré. On the other side, Desiré knew she 
allowed her feelings for Antonio to cloud her judgement and she couldn’t help it. Having succeeded 
in persuading her husband Peter to sell the bungalow at Herne Bay, she moved back to Paris, 
carrying with her the hope that one day Laura would be able to forgive her. Peter also sold some of 
his stocks and shares to pay those he owed money to and broke his relationship with Marie-France 
Tienée. 2 
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CHAPTER 12 


Six months later... 


Danny, feeling he needed a change, opted to go into private practice as a surgical consultant, and 
quitted his post at Saint Thomas’ Hospital. The hospital Management Committee regretted his 
decision but demonstrated their gratitude by naming a theatre after him. 

On that bright Monday morning of August, Danny was removing his car from the garage. 
He hit the button on the remote control to open the front gate and nothing happened. He hit the 
button again and still the gate would not open. An irritated Danny got out of the car. He recognised 
the problem as he had experienced it before and reminded himself that he should call the electrician 
to see to it. Using the manual override, he opened the gate, got the car out of the driveway and as he 
was closing the gate again he noticed a piece of electrical wire on the floor. He picked it up, looked 
at it, thought for a moment before throwing it down, and drove away. 

Inside the house, Laura after having had her shower she got ready to go to work. Her Model 
Management Scout Company was flourishing keeping her quite busy as she continued to help new 
hopefuls around Europe to realise their dreams as a model. 

Laura was on her way to work when her cell phone rang. 

‘Mrs Wilson, I was thinking of coming round this afternoon to finish the work on the gate,’ 
the voice said. 

‘T thought you had already done it.’ 

‘I did but I understand your husband had problem with it this morning. Apparently, the 
remote control was not operating.’ 

‘Strange. I just used it and it was fine.’ 

‘It is probably best to replace the motor with a new one, Mrs Wilson.’ 

‘Okay, my maid will see to you.’ 

“Thank you.’ The line went dead. It was Richard Thorny—the Wilsons’ trusted electrician. 
He could be a pain at times, but he was reliable and enjoyed his work. 

Laura’s cell buzzed again. She immediately hit the hands free button on her SatNav. 

‘Hello mum?’ 

‘Oh, it’s you... what’s up Jonathan?’ 

‘Just ringing to say I won’t be able to see you this weekend.’ 

‘That’s too bad; I was planning to prepare your favourite meal.’ 

‘T thought you had run out of rabbit?’ 

‘That was last week.’ 

‘Are you going anywhere nice?’ 

‘Well there is this wedding that Michaela and I have been invited to.’ 
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‘Okay, enjoy... look I am coming to a junction and I need to concentrate on my driving...’ 

‘No sweat mum... I’Il talk to you later. I love you.’ 

‘I love you too, son.’ 

Jonathan was fed up commuting to London from Ashford everyday. Not to mention the fact 
that Michaela had been complaining of not seeing enough of each other. After discussing the issues 
with her she had agreed to share her flat, and in return he had offered to help her with the rent and 
utilities. This arrangement worked well and every other Sunday Michaela visited her mother whilst 
Jonathan continued to have Sunday dinner with his parents. Both of them were hardworking 
professionals and were doing well in their chosen careers. As a criminal lawyer, Jonathan was quite 
busy and so was Michaela with her TV show which continued to be a hit. Their relationship had 
continued to blossom steadily since they first met. Michaela, besides being a good presenter, was 
also a very good cook and enjoyed making breakfast for Jonathan before they left for work. 
Occasionally in the evening they would order an Indian takeaway, because they both worked late. 
They had been seeing each other for a long time and had lost count of the number of dates they have 
had. They were conscious that Laura and Danny would like them to get married but this was 
unlikely to be the case, at least until they owned their own house. 
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Laura usually got to her office at 9.00 A.M. She had only been late for work twice and that 
day it looked like it was going to be for the third time. In her defence, the traffic was heavy but she 
negotiated her way quite well, although when she arrived it was already 9.15 A.M. 

‘Good morning, Chantal,’ Laura said to her secretary, ‘is James in yet?’ 

‘Good morning Mrs Wilson. Actually James rang saying that he would be a little late as he 
has had to take his dog to the vet.’ 

‘Oh, I hope it is not serious.’ 

‘Infection in her eyes, I believe—he mentioned something about conti... something...’ 

‘Conjunctivitis.’ 

‘That’s it.’ 

‘As soon as James arrives let me know—James Farentino, an Italian hunk, was Laura’s 
indispensable photographer. Meanwhile, do the following: get my husband on the phone, bring all 
the files of the models we are interviewing today and set up all pictures taken in the last shoot... in 
that order please.’ 

“Will do.’ 
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Laura was a workaholic but she had mastered the technique of balancing her professional 
work and home life. She came to work on time and never stayed after hours, unless necessary. What 
she could not complete she would leave for the next day. However, during working hours, she 
worked non-stop and she expected her employees and models to do the same. Wilson & Wilson 
Management Scout Agency, situated in a beautiful complex in Islington, London, was well known. 
Her office located on the second floor, was spacious and tastefully furnished. On her semi-circular 
desk, sat a glossy white flat screen monitor attached to an apple computer base-unit hidden inside a 
closed compartment inside the desk, and on top of it rested a videophone. When the screen on the 
video phone was not in use, it displayed an old family photo of herself with husband Danny and her 
son Jonathan when he was only seven years old. 

As she sat herself at the desk, the phone rang. It was her secretary. 

“Yes Chantal.’ 

‘I got your husband on the phone Mrs Wilson; I am putting it through now.’ 
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‘Thank you.’ 

‘Hello, Danny. I just wanted to ask you if you had problem with opening the gate this 
morning.’ 

‘Yes, the remote would not work.’ 

‘I see.’ 

‘Why, what’s up?’ 

‘T find it strange, because it worked fine when I used it after you.’ 

‘There must be a problem with the wiring or the motor itself. I have told Richard Thorny to 
come and have a look.’ 

“Yes he just called me and he is attending to it this afternoon.’ 

‘Good... I thought you were calling me to say you could not make lunch.’ 

‘Now, would I ever do that to you?’ 

‘T can’t fault you on that, for sure.’ 

‘T’d better let you get on with your work... see you later.’ 

‘Bye.’ 

Laura could not understand why Richard was changing the motor mechanism instead of the 
remote control, since it was the latter, which was problematic. Nevertheless, she decided to give her 
trusted electrician the benefit of the doubt. 
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At twelve noon exactly, Laura had lunch with her husband. As soon as she had returned to 
her office, she started to view the latest photo shoot. She had to shift through over one hundred 
images. Whilst evaluating each one, her computer screen suddenly went red. ‘Damn it!’ she 
shouted. 

Alan, the computer engineer, looked at her system and concluded it was hard disc failure. 

‘I am sorry Mrs. Wilson, it appears that your computer has suffered an irretrievable crash, 
and I have to replace your hard disc.’ 

‘What? How did that happen?’ 

‘I’m not sure, Ma’am.’ 

‘And my photos?’ 

‘I hope you have duplicates, because they are lost.’ 

‘Damn it! P’ll check with my secretary... otherwise days of hard work would have been 
ruined.’ 

‘How long will it take you to return my computer to working order?’ 

‘Well, with the amount of work required, it will certainly take me all afternoon.’ 

‘That’s all I needed.’ Laura was not amused. 

Laura knowing there was no point being too upset over the situation, attended to a few 
things before heading home. 
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At 5.30 P.M. Laura arrived home. As she entered the house, she saw Amy Albrecht, her 
live-in au pair, busy in the kitchen. 

‘Did the electrician complete the work, Amy?’ 

“Yes Mrs. Wilson. In fact, he just left. I have put the worksheet on the desk in Mr. Wilson’s 
study and two new remote controls. He said you should use them instead.’ 

‘Fine!’ 

‘Shall I run your bath for you now?’ 

‘Yes, please. Put double the amount of bath salt in the water, I feel very tense.’ 
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‘Will do.’ 

Laura always liked to relax in a hot tub whenever she arrived home from work. She was 
about to make her way to her bedroom to undress, when Lady Tara, her adorable kitten, greeted her. 
She picked her up and the kitten began to lick her nose. As she put her down, Tara ran into the 
utility room, jumped onto the worktop—as she usually did whenever she wanted to be 
groomed—and positioned herself. Laura picked up the comb, brushed her coat, and then went 
upstairs. As she was making her way to her bedroom to change, she spotted water coming 
underneath the bathroom door. 

‘Amy,’ Laura shouted as she went and opened the door leading to the bathroom, which was 
on the far end of the corridor on the same level to her bedroom. 

“Yes, Mrs. Wilson,’ Amy replied, as she rushed upstairs, by which time Laura had shutoff 
both water taps which were causing the water to overflow the bathtub. After pulling the water plug 
out to allow the water to drain away, she removed her shoes—they were soaking wet. 

When Amy arrived, she was flabbergasted to see water everywhere on the bathroom floor 
and the white suds trapped between the creases of the tiles were working their way into the corridor. 
It did not take her long to realise that the water must have overflowed. 

‘Tam sorry Mrs. Wilson. I did shut off both taps, I swear I did,’ Amy said, tears running 
down her cheeks. 

“Yes, yes, I believe you. Please get yourself a mop and bucket and dry this place out.’ 

“Yes Mrs. Wilson.’ 

Amy could not understand how the bathwater could have over flown. She was certain in her 
mind that she shut off both taps after checking the water-mixed. She felt sure that her boss did not 
appear to believe her. Nothing like that had ever happened before. There was no one else in the 
house other than Laura and Amy. How spooky is that? Taps do not turn themselves ON, unless they 
have an automatic facility built in. 

After Amy had wiped everywhere dry, Laura took charge of refilling the bathtub and took 
her bath whilst Amy went back to the kitchen to continue preparing the dinner as Danny would 
soon be home. 
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It was 7.30 P.M when Laura and Danny sat themselves at either end of the table ready to eat 
and Amy was serving. 

‘Red or white Dr.Wilson?’ 

‘One of each please, Amy.’ 

When Amy was ready to pour Laura’s wine, the latter looked at her and winked, ‘just red 
please.’ Amy smiled and filled Laura’s wine glass. 

‘So how was your day Laura?’ 

‘My photographer did not turn up because he had to take his dog to the vet, my computer 
hard drive died on me, the bathroom upstairs overflowed... other than that it was good.’ 

‘Here I was thinking I had had a bad day.’ Danny looked at Laura and smiled. 

‘And how was your day, Danny?’ 

‘Nothing out of the ordinary, except for a strange phone call I received from a friend of an 
old friend.’ 

‘Oh! Tell me more please.’ Laura was all ears. 

‘Well he is not really a friend... he is a brilliant physician I met years ago when I went on 
secondment to Rome during my last year at medical school. He must be quite old now.’ 

“What did that old friend who is not really a friend want?’ 

‘To assist a friend of his, a certain surgeon by the name of Francesco Durante, who is here in 
Chartham Down, working on a secret project.’ 
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‘What kind of assistance? And how secret is that project?’ 

“Good questions, but I have no answers.’ 

“What have you decided?’ 

‘It would have been easier to decide if I knew what he really wants from me.’ 

“When will you know?’ 

‘Soon I hope, because I am preparing to go to a conference at Harrogate.’ 

‘I see.’ 

Amy interrupted their conversation. “Shall I bring the dessert now?’ 

‘T hope it is something nice,’ Danny said with a grimace on his face. 

“Your favourite, Viennetta ice cream, and you can choose between pistachio and pistachio,’ 
Amy said with a grin on her face. 

‘Great choices! I think I will have the pistachio, if you don’t mind,’ Danny replied. 

Amy looked at Laura. 

‘T will have what he is having please,’ Laura pointing her finger towards Danny. 

When Amy was out of the room, Danny whispered, ‘who left the taps running in the 
bathroom then?’ 

‘This is an unsolved mystery. Amy swore it was not her, although she was the one who got 
the bath ready for me and I know it was not me.’ 

‘She probably forgot to turn the taps off,’ Danny concluded. 

‘That’s what I thought, too, initially, but now I am not so sure. I know if she had, she would 
have admitted it.’ 

‘Oh, well, it could have been worse,’ Danny dismissed the incident, and they got up, making 
their way into the lounge. 

Suddenly Danny’s cell buzzed. Laura continued to make her way to the lounge leaving 
Danny to answer the call. 

‘Dr. Wilson here...’ 

After a few minutes Danny terminated the call and joined Laura in the lounge where she was 
already sitting in front of the TV listening to the news. ‘...and now for the local news,’ the 
newscaster said. ‘A grave marked unknown has been dug and the body stolen. Detective Inspector 
CJ Fairfield working with the Kent police is investigating. When asked of his chances of 
apprehending the gravediggers, CJ replied in his usual confident manner. ‘I am very optimistic.’ 

Danny found it unbelievable that this kind of thing was happening in this day and age. Who 
would want to snatch a dead body? He thought aloud. 

He approached the drink cabinet, poured himself a large Cointreau on ice. 

‘Can I pour you anything Laura?’ 

‘A brandy on ice would be nice?’ 

After a few seconds, Danny handed his wife a brandy and took a seat next to her on the sofa. 
Stretching his arms, he picked up the mail he had received that day, flicked through the pile, and 
chucked them back on the coffee table. Most of them were bills and annoying adverts. 

They watched Paul Daniel’s Magic show and he was mesmerized by his variety acts 
including sawing his assistant into three, then putting her back again. 

Danny looked at Laura’s glass and found it was empty. 

“Would you like another brandy?’ 

‘No, three are enough for me, thank you.’ 

‘Me too...err... am going up, are you coming?’ 

‘Good idea.’ 

Laura picked up the remote control, but before she had even touched the OFF button; the 
TV screen went blank and turned to bright red. ‘Not again!’ she shouted. 

“What’s the problem?’ Danny asked and saw the state of the TV screen. “What did you do?’ 

‘Nothing,’ said Laura. ‘This is exactly what happened to my computer screen earlier on at 
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the office.’ 

Danny took the remote control from Laura and switched OFF the TV, and then switched it 
ON again. The TV worked as normal, causing Danny to dismiss the incident as nothing to worry 
about. 

‘Did you hear that?’ 

‘Hear what?’ 

‘Someone was calling my name.’ 

‘It’s probably Amy.’ 

‘No, it was a man’s voice, besides Amy has already gone to her room.’ 

As Danny opened the lounge door, he saw Amy going upstairs. “Amy did you call?’ 

‘No, Dr.Wilson. Sorry if I disturbed you, I just came down to pick up my mobile from the 
kitchen.’ 

‘Okay.’ 

‘Good night Dr. Wilson and Mrs. Wilson.’ 

‘Good night.’ Both Wilsons answered simultaneously. 

Laura knew she had definitely heard a male voice, and thought she recognised it, but did not 
want to trouble Danny with it. Instead, she put it to the back of her mind and followed her husband 
to the bedroom. 
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There have been many ghosts’ stories, and Laura had heard how they could haunt people, to 
what end she was not sure. Could that be happening to her, she wondered. 

Those who had been haunted talked about how they heard something going bump in the 
night or seen a haunting dark figure, enough to have sent shivers down their spine. Surely, those 
stories are nothing but fiction, developed by their authors as a mean of scaring their readers for a bit 
of fun, but what if they are true!...What if ghosts really do exist? Beliefs in ghosts exist in all 
cultures around the world and they are supposedly composed of a misty, airy, or subtle 
material—the stuff spirits are apparently made of. Was Laura about to have her own experience? « 
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CHAPTER 13 


When Laura got up the next morning, she went straight to have a shower, as she usually did. After 
disrobing herself, she turned the hot and cold tap, mixed the water to her required temperature, and 
slipped on her hair cap. Laura adored the beautiful shiny beige wall tiles with their brown border. 
As she was about to get under the douche, the shower room was suddenly filled with steam. Boiling 
hot water was falling down. Standing against the wall, behind the flow of water, was a figure of a 
headless man with blood oozing out like a fountain. Laura panicked and ran out of the shower 
screaming as loud as she could, bringing Danny to her rescue. When Danny grabbed hold of her, 
she was shaking like a leaf and could not speak, except pointing her finger in the direction of the 
shower. When Danny examined the shower room, it was empty, everything was clearly visible, and 
water was pouring out of the douche. As he turned off the taps, his right arm caught some water, 
which was lukewarm. 

If Laura needed proof that she was being haunted, she need not look any further. The ghost 
of Antonio had finally showed itself, appearing just as he looked at the time when Danny had 
swung his sword chopping his head off. 

After that occurrence, lots of other ghostly things happened at different times; like hearing 
someone calling her name, the smell of perfume, getting cold shivers in her living room when the 
fire was on, and hearing the piano playing itself in the dark. On one occasion in the middle of 
dinner, she alone could hear her cell phone ringing. She had left it on her bedside table. When she 
went to answer the call, she found the cell phone was on top of the wardrobe. Whilst standing on 
top of a chair to reach it, something bumped into her and she fell off the chair. Luckily she did not 
hurt herself. As she was getting to her feet, she felt an invisible hand helping her up and then stroke 
her hair. Her phone which had stopped ringing was next to her feet. When she checked her list of 
missed calls, it was empty. However, the one most disturbing thing for Laura was the feeling that 
she was being watched. 


38 38 2k 


Sitting in the lounge, both Laura and Danny were quiet and looking at each other as if they 
had something on their mind. Each of them was waiting to see who was going to break the ice first. 
Finally Laura decided to break the silence. 

‘Danny.’ 

“Yes Laura.’ 

‘Do you believe me?’ 

“What, that you are being haunted by Antonio’s ghost?’ 

Laura nodded her lips slightly apart. 

‘He is dead Laura, and he can’t bother us any more,’ Danny said feeling sure of himself. 
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‘But he is Danny, he is bothering me,’ Laura complained, raising her voice. “You don’t 
believe me, do you?’ raising her voice even louder. 

‘Eh... I believe that you believe in what you have been saying, but I don’t know... Maybe I 
should ask Dr. Barnaby to give you a thorough check up.’ 

‘He’s a psychiatrist isn’t he?’ 

“Yes but...’ 

‘But what, say it!’ Laura was fuming. 

‘Say what, Laura?’ Danny asked softly trying hard to keep his cool. 

‘Alright, Pl say it for you...you think I am going mad don’t you?’ 

‘Nooooo... You have been working very hard lately... Sometimes our senses play tricks on 
us. 

“Were my senses playing tricks on me when the piano started to play by itself?’ 

‘Possibly! No one else heard it except you.’ 

“What about my cell phone being on top of my ward robe?’ 

‘Did you check with Amy, maybe she put it there by mistake. You said the cell phone was 
ringing and yet when you checked for a missed call there was none.’ 

‘What about my feeling of being watched?’ 

‘Erm... some form of guilt feeling I guess.’ 

“Yes, yes you are absolutely right. I am bloody mad. Just throw me into a mental hospital 
and be done with it,’ Laura yelled and started to rush upstairs. 

‘Laura, get a grip on yourself, we’ll beat this thing, whatever it is.’ 
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Danny did not believe in ghosts but acknowledged that there are those who do and that a 
haunting could be a scary experience. Contrary to what his wife believed, he was taking her 
complaints seriously. He was aware that infrasound could be a cause of the haunting. The vibrations 
of the low frequency hums could cause feelings of fear and even manifest shadows at the corners of 
one’s vision. He embarked on getting hold of an infrasonic microphone. 

The next day he called someone he knew in the science department at his local university 
and got him to put together an infrasonic microphone. Two days later after using the system for 
several days, he was able to eliminate infrasound as a possible cause of the haunting. 

Dr. Barnaby dropped in, as promised, to see Laura who had not been in the best possible 
mood lately. 

‘So, how are you Mrs. Wilson?’ Dr. Barnaby said in his usual pleasant manner. 

‘T thought this is what you came to tell me,’ replied Laura sounding rather unhappy. 

‘I can certainly do that, but first you will need to tell me your story.’ 

‘T hope you have plenty of time?’ 

‘For you, yes.’ 

Dr. Barnaby and Laura took a seat in the lounge and they talked over a cup of tea. 

‘In situations like yours, where there is no one to corroborate your story, it is important to 
eliminate other non-supernatural factors, because often ghost sightings are simply light bouncing 
off of a reflective surface in an unusual way. I know your husband has already been doing some 
explorations in this area...’ 

Laura cut in. ‘My husband thinks I am mad... I am surprised you have not brought your 
straight-jacket and bundled me into the car,’ Laura said abruptly in a sarcastic voice. 

‘This is the twenty-first century Mrs. Wilson; we don’t do that kind of thing anymore. But 
let me reassure you that your husband has your best interest at heart.’ 

Laura reflected for a moment and then said, ‘you are probably right...it’s...it’s just that 
these experiences are driving me mad. I can’t relax; I have not been sleeping well... I think I am 
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losing it...oops...” Laura suddenly paused and realised what she had just admitted and quickly 
covered her mouth with her right hand as if to stop herself talking. 

Dr. Barnaby leaned forward and said, “You are going through bad times but together we will 
beat this thing... You see human sight and senses are incredibly error prone, so it can be difficult to 
trust what our senses tell us without serious investigation.’ 

‘What are you saying, Dr. Barnaby?’ 

‘Firstly, I want to run a few psychological tests on you, just to make sure everything is in 
working order.’ 

‘When?’ 

‘Now, if you don’t mind.’ 

After almost three quarters of an hour, Dr. Barnaby had completed his psychiatric evaluation 
and provisionally concluded that other than the natural distress associated with Laura’s recent 
ghostly experience; she was in good shape mentally. 

‘I am going to prescribe a few tablets to help you over this difficult period.’ 

“What are they?’ 

“The welldorm tablets should take care of your lack of sleep. You should take two tablets at 
night. And the Diazepam tablets should help you to relax. They are two milligrams tablets, and you 
should take one tablet three times a day.’ 

As Dr. Barnaby was handing the prescription to Laura, Danny walked in. 

‘Ah, here is the man I need to talk to.’ 

‘Hello, Dr. Barnaby,’ Danny greeted him and they shook hands. 

‘Now, I know you have eliminated infrasound as a factor. Is there a garbage dump nearby?’ 

‘Not that I am aware,’ Danny replied. 

‘It may be a good idea to run a check, because, as I am sure you know, sometimes methane 
gas can seep up through the ground, giving a smell of brimstone and even bursts of fire.’ 

‘T’ll make enquiries immediately,’ Danny promised. 

“Good. Now, if you would excuse me I have another patient I need to see.’ 

The Wilsons thanked Dr. Barnaby and as he was leaving he turned to Laura and said, Mrs. 
Wilson, try and see if you can find someone to confirm your experiences.’ # 
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CHAPTER 14 


Laura, despite the obvious help she was receiving, felt she was on her own and she understood if 
other people were having the same experience as hers, then she would have them as her allies. Not 
satisfied to be a passive player, she decided to take matters into her hands. To better understand 
how to deal with her ghost situation, she started to catalog her haunting incidences. Using a tape 
recorder she tried to communicate with Antonio’s ghost. Whilst she did not expect to get any 
answers she nevertheless decided to give it a go and ask the ghost a few questions. She had heard 
that whilst a ghost may not always give answers, it might give some sort of message which could 
help with getting rid of it. She knew she had to be careful to ask easy questions with multiple 
answers, such as yes or no. To simplify the task, she decided to get Antonio’s ghost to knock one 
for yes and two for no. 

Antonio’s ghost had started to appear more frequently. Sometimes she would simply feel it 
sitting at the bottom of her bed. 

One evening she purposely set herself in her bed with the light dipped, hoping that 
Antonio’s ghost would appear. With her recorder and flash-camera in place, she waited. Over an 
hour had gone by and there was nothing. It was as if the ghost knew he was being set up, but by 
nature Antonio when he was alive he was quite a curious guy and fearless too. His ghost was no 
different. As Laura was about to give up, the bedroom door unlatched and it opened slowly. The 
room suddenly felt cold. A few seconds later the end of the bed dipped like someone had sat on it 
and it felt like a hand was being placed on her foot. 

Determined to confront her ghost, Laura refrained from showing any sign of fear as she had 
been told by a psychic reader that ghosts tend to react to and feed off of fear, and she began to talk 
to the ghost. 

‘Antonio, I know it’s you,’ Laura said using a no-nonsense tone of voice as she had often 
used with her son Jonathan when he was small and had misbehaved. ‘Pinch my toe once for yes and 
twice for no.’ 

After a few seconds, Laura felt one pinch on her toe. Her immediate reaction was to pull her 
foot away, but she managed to keep firm and stayed in control. Whilst maintaining a stern stance 
she was careful not to be mean. Everything that had happened to Antonio, including having his head 
chopped off, was traumatizing enough and she did not want to add to his agony. 

“You must let thing rest Antonio... What happened between us was pure lust...’ 

Laura immediately felt two pinches, three times in quick succession, on her toe. 

“Yes it was Antonio... nothing more,’ Laura asserted herself as to give the ghost no doubt in 
what she was saying. 

Antonio’s ghost did not accept Laura’s analysis of events and got off the bed. The feeling of 
someone sitting at the end of the bed had vanished. Laura could hear its footsteps as it made its way 
to the door. Just before leaving, Antonio’s ghost had turned round and Laura saw the same black 
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headless figure she had seen before, then her bedroom door banged shut. 
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After that first communication, Laura gained an unexpected confidence in handling 
Antonio’s ghost. 

The following day after she saw the photos that had been developed there was a ghostly mist 
all around the door which wasn't there at the time the photo was being taken. Spooky! 

When Danny came home that night, Laura desperately wanted to tell him what she had been 
up to. However, not knowing how he would react and believing that he would probably say her 
imagination was running wild, she decided to keep quiet about her ghostly encounter with Antonio 
and slept without taking her sleeping tablet. In the early hour of the morning she got up to go to the 
toilet, after which, as she was making her way to the kitchen to get a drink, she felt like she was 
being followed. Without looking round she uttered, “Go away Antonio!’ 

‘Who?’ 

Laura turned round and saw it was Danny. ‘Oh, it’s you?’ 

‘Who else did you expect?’ 

‘It’s me being stupid... I am mad remember!’ 

‘Don’t start that again Laura.’ 

‘Sorry...err... would you like a cup of tea.’ 

‘If you are making one, yes please,’ Danny said giving her a gentle kiss on the back of her 
neck. 

They took their drink and got back into bed. They turned off their bedside lamp and tried to 
sleep, but Laura noticed Antonio’s ghost looking down at her from the bottom of her bed. She 
immediately turned on her bedside lamp and there was nothing there. 

For six weeks Laura never saw Antonio’s ghost. Thinking that the ghost had finally given up 
on her, Laura was very happy. # 
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CHAPTER 15 


Six weeks later... 


Disappointingly for Laura, Antonio’s ghost reappeared. Seeing that the ghost had no intention of 
leaving her alone, it was time for her to take drastic action. She was no longer frightened of the 
ghost. She found it irritating more than anything else. Having politely asked the ghost to leave her 
home alone and having failed, she decided to resort to cleansing. Being a Christian, she had it on 
good authority that she should be able to exorcise the ghost as a way of banishing it out of her life. 
With that in mind, she contacted her local church for help and Father David Bauer came to see her 
at home. After discussing the situation with Laura, he wondered how Danny felt about it. 

“Your husband, is he in agreement with you?’ 

‘Well he initially thought I was going mad... he does not believe in ghosts, you see...’ 

‘Ah, here lies a problem.’ 

‘Oh how come?’ 

‘Mrs. Wilson.’ Father Bauer paused for a moment then said, ‘If exorcism or cleansing as it 
is often referred to, is to work, it requires a willingness to open your mind to mystical pathways, a 
certain level of spirituality, which doesn't mean that you have to be religious, but simply that you 
have to believe in mystical or spiritual beings. An exorcism doesn't mean that the devil or demons 
are in your house; you may simply believe that a spirit which is a source of negative energy is in 
your house and affecting your life. You must truly believe that you can banish the negativity from 
the house for this to work. If you only give it half a chance, the spirit will not take the exorcism 
seriously. In your case, judging from your story and your action it is obvious that you clearly 
believe, but your husband...’ 

Laura interjected. ‘Look Father Bauer, my husband is not here. He has gone to a conference, 
and he won’t be back for a while.’ 

‘That helps.’ Father Bauer willingly put aside his concern about Danny’s belief or lack of it 
in mystical beings. Since Antonio’s ghost was bothering Laura, he decided to give it a go and 
explained the rituals that he intended to perform which he believed should provide the necessary 
cleansing, thus resolving the problem. 

Turning to Laura, Father Bauer handed her a piece of paper. ‘This is a list of things we will 
need. I hope you can read my handwriting.’ 

‘Let me see.’ Laura read the list allowed: ‘3 or 4 dry sage branches, a piece of string, a 
small shovel, small-granule sea salt, 0.454kg.’ 

‘My handwriting is not that bad after all,’ Father Bauer remarked as he winked at Laura. ‘I’d 
better get going and I will see tomorrow.’ 
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The weather had not been that good lately, but it decided to be on its best behaviour on the 
day of the cleansing. After gathering together the sage branches, Father Bauer tied them to form a 
smudge stick and he then wrapped the sage tightly with a piece of string, starting at the top and 
wrapping loops down to the bottom, making each loop about 1/2-inch apart. He tied an additional 
loop at the top to keep the string in place. He finally tied it off at the bottom around the last loop. 

Holding the smudge stick in his hands he lit the top by holding it over a flame until it was 
burning evenly and then he closed his eyes, visualized positive energy flowing into the sage from 
his hands to add power to the sage smoke as he cleansed the house. 

Waving the smudge stick around the room including each window and doorway, he started 
in the back part of the house, moving toward the main entrance. He smudged each room by walking 
the perimeter and allowing the smoke to fill each room. As he smudged each room, doorway and 
window, he repeated: J banish all negative energies, spirits and ill-will from this house. Go now and 
do not come back. 

Father Bauer smudged each room until the entire house was done, including the main 
entrance. He had smudged the main entrance by going around the door frame three times, saying 
each time: 

By the powers of three times three, 
Only positive energy shall enter thee. 


Resting the burning sage outside, he took the sea salt and sprinkled it on each windowsill 
and across every doorway in the house—apparently salt has traditionally been used as a powerful 
element to banish evil energy and protect us and our house from evil spirits. He also sprinkled a 
small pile in the corner of each room to create "wards" around each room for protection. He further 
sprinkled the salt in a large perimeter around the house on the outside to add another layer of 
protection from negative energies. 

When the cleansing was done, he dug a small hole outside with the shovel and placed the 
sage inside covering it with salt to keep any negative energy trapped in the hole. He finally covered 
the hole with dirt. 

Father Bauer instructed Laura to cleanse her own energy by taking a shower and eat or drink 
something immediately to recharge her energy and ground herself. 

‘I must get going now, Mrs. Wilson,’ said Father Bauer. 

‘Thank you for your help, Father.’ 

‘T’ll come back next week at the same time to repeat this ritual.’ 

‘How many more times do we have to do this, Father Bauer?’ 

‘Two or three times within this month should clear the house completely. Bye now.’ 

When Father Bauer was gone, Laura did as he had instructed. She took a shower and drank 
some black coffee. She then said a prayer of thanks to her saviour for helping her clear the negative 
energy from her home. She asked that the negative energy be sent back to source with love and 
forgiveness. She was surprised how immediate and powerful the results of the cleansing ceremony 
were. The sounds were sharper and clearer and the energy felt lighter. 2 
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CHAPTER 16 


Back in London... 


The lease on Michaela’s flat was coming to an end and she had ninety days to find another place. 

‘Why don’t we buy one together?’ Jonathan suggested. 

“What, a flat?’ Michaela enquired. 

‘I personally would like a house.’ 

‘So would I.’ 

Finding the idea of owning a home appealing, Jonathan and Michaela decided to look for a 
property. Although there were only three months left before the lease was up, they were confident 
that there was plenty of time for them to find that dream house. 

They started off by surfing the net and they were encouraged by the number of houses being 
advertised for sale. To double their chances of finding a suitable property, Michaela also called for 
some brochures from the estate agents Page and Wells. They spent the first week of their April 
vacations shifting through the pile of listings they had received from the estate agent and found a 
few that were worth a viewing. 

The first set of houses they viewed did not quite tick all the boxes. They knew that finding a 
nice property in London at a reasonable price would be difficult but it turned out to be quite a 
challenge. When they did find the house they liked, they did not like the asking price and when the 
price was right the location was not. 

They decided to look in the Old Kent area where they hoped to find one that would have 
everything they wanted and fell within their budget. They were looking for a house that had two or 
three bedrooms with an en-suite shower in the master bedroom, a bathroom, nice size back and 
front garden, preferably with lawn. Michaela wanted the house to have some personality, wooden 
flooring throughout except for the bedrooms and a little bit of an artistic flair. She did not mind if 
they had to do a little bit of work and put some equity back into it, whilst Jonathan wanted 
something that they could move in to and not need much doing to it. Primarily, he did not want to 
spend time with DIY, which he knew very little about, and he didn’t want to have to deal with 
builders around the house. Another necessary feature for him was a garage to house his prized 
BMW 24 convertible. 

They earned a combined annual income of £150,000 with combined savings of over 
£150,000. The bank had promised them a maximum mortgage of £292,500 but they elected to keep 
to a budget of around £430,000. Whilst property in London tended to be expensive, in the Old Kent 
area medium sized house prices were around their chosen budget. 

After spending hours talking to a realtor, surfing the net, and sifting through printed 
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brochures, they were beginning to lose hope of finding their perfect house. Then out of the blue 
Michaela received a phone call from Page and Wells. 

‘Hello,’ Michaela said. 

‘Is that Miss Hughes?’ the voice asked. 

“Yes, this is Michaela Hughes.’ 

‘Tam Tom Tomlinson from Page and Wells. I have got a maisonette that has just come on 
the market, and I would like you to view it today if possible. I think you are going to like it,’ he 
said. He was a sweet talking Italian and had all the right sales patter. He was the kind of person who 
exuded confidence and was capable of selling ice to Eskimos. 

‘Hmm, can we view it tomorrow?’ Michaela asked. 

‘Miss Hughes,’ Tom said, ‘this property is hot and I would not like you to miss out...’ 

‘Err... wait a moment please.’ 

Michaela put Tom on hold whilst she consulted with Jonathan. A few seconds later she 
returned to the phone. 

‘Mr. Tomlinson, we can view it today but it will have to be at 7.00 P.M... err... I realise this 
is probably a bit late...’ 

‘It is rather, but for you I will make an exception,’ Tom said amusingly. 

“What is the address?’ 

‘No.1, Old Kent Road.’ 

‘Okay, we will be there.’ The phone went dead. 
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When Jonathan and Michaela arrived at the address they were given, Tom was already there 
waiting for them with the keys. 

Before opening the front door, Tom said, ‘I am so excited to show you this beautiful 3 
bedroom end of terrace house and it has been reduced today from £460,000 to £425,000. 

‘Why?’ Jonathan asked suspiciously. 

‘Why has it been reduced?’ 

Jonathan nodded. 

‘Well, the reason is because the bank, after foreclosing on the owner who defaulted on their 
mortgage payment, had decided to take a loss in their endeavour to achieve a sale quickly.’ 

This was good news for both Michaela and Jonathan because it was well within their budget. 

‘The bank says it will be three to six months before you would be able to move in, does that 
work for you?’ Tom enquired. 

Michaela glanced at Jonathan then hesitantly said, ‘I don’t know... but I have a feeling we 
might get lucky.’ Despite the warning, she was pinning her hopes that they would be able to close 
the deal before the lease on her flat was up. 

‘Good. Let’s go and take a look inside.’ 

Tom walked them to the front door and opened it. As Michaela saw the living room with its 
beautiful light brown wall-to-wall fitted carpet, she was over the moon. With the doors, door 
frames, windows, window frames, skirting and ceiling painted snow white, they contrasted well 
with the dark-brown and cream walls. 

Tom was very observant and he could see the excitement on Michaela’s face and he could 
feel his hand on the hefty commission he would get if he made the sale. ‘As you can see it is a good 
size...’ Tom commented. Pointing to the carpet he added, “it still looks new...’ 

Michaela could not stop admiring the double-panel-glass French doors which opened up into 
the dinning room. “Those French doors look really cute...,’ she voiced. ‘And look at this ceiling 
light-fan, perfect! Simply perfect!’ she shouted as she pointed to it. 

‘T agree,’ Tom concurred as he glanced in the direction of Jonathan. ‘So what do you think 
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Jonathan?’ 

He was quietly excited but did not want to give too much away. ‘Yeah, I like it,’ he 
answered, much to the delight of Michaela. 

As they moved from rooms to rooms, Michaela knew she had finally found her dream 
house. She took an instant liking to it. It was the house she had been searching days after days. 

‘This house is really nice, Jonathan. I have a feeling it was made for us.’ 

Jonathan was happy with what he was seeing primarily because the property was in top 
condition which meant he would not have to do anything other than move in and enjoy. 

Noticing that Jonathan was awfully quiet, Tom was curious to get into his mind. ‘You are 
not saying much, what do you think?’ 

‘T like it.’ He replied with a little grin on his face. 

When they finally came to the back garden, the wooden deck opening out into a huge garden 
captivated their attention. They could visualize having a barbecue in the summer entertaining 
guests. The area was vast enough to accommodate twenty or more guests. 

After thirty minutes of viewing Tom wanted to know if he got himself a buyer. ‘Well, what 
is your overall impression?’ 

Michaela jumped in first with her opinion. ‘I think this is perfect. The price is amazing, the 
house is a good size, and it is the house I would like to have.’ 

‘And you Jonathan?’ 

“Yes, it is a nice house.’ 

‘Shall we do it, Jonathan?’ Michaela asked as she looked at her boyfriend with pleading 
eyes. 

‘Yes, let’s do it.’ 

Tom was not surprised at their decision but he wanted to double check. ‘Are you sure... I 
mean this is only the first house... that we’ve... seen.’ 

‘This is it and it is not the first one. I have looked at hundreds online... and visited several,’ 
Michaela was quick to correct Tom. 

‘As I’ve told you this is a bank foreclosure... the timeframe will be a bit longer... it could 
even be as long as six months before it will be ready for you to move in. You do understand this?’ 

Michaela had fallen in love with the house. She glanced at Jonathan, and then said 
thoughtlessly, “we’ve got time. We don’t have to be out of our apartment right away...’ 

Seeing how keen and excited Michaela was about the house Tom decided to get a bit more 
money from them. He knew the more they paid, the bigger his commission would be. 

Tom took a chance and said hesitantly, ‘my thought is that,’ he stopped to clear his throat 
then continued, “this house would go quickly... I think £430,000 would really be a strong offer...’ 

Michaela in her desperation to own the house was willing to pay extra to secure it. She 
stared into Jonathan eyes for a moment and then said. ‘I say let’s do.’ 

Jonathan, noticing the begging eyes of Michaela, thought for a moment then nodded in 
agreement. 

Tom rang the bank immediately and spoke to Linda Hopper, who was the administrator 
handling the sale. “Linda, I have a couple here who would like to put in an offer of £430,000 on the 
house at No.1, Old Kent Road.’ 

Whilst waiting for a response, Tom continued with his sales patter, drumming up what a 
bargain it was, especially after having got his potential purchasers to part with £5000 more than the 
actual sale price. 

A few minutes later, Tom’s cell phone buzzed. It was Linda ringing back. 

“Yes Linda... ‘ 

‘Did you explain that it may take a little longer to close the deal?’ 

‘Yes.’ The line went dead. 

Tom stared at Michaela for a moment, and then with a smile on his face he told them their 
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offer had been accepted. 

Jonathan and Michaela were very pleased. They followed Tom to his office and after 
completing the paper work and listening to sweet talker Tom, they felt it was going to be plain 
sailing, but little did they know that the process would take longer than they had expected and were 
prepared for. Moreover, they had no idea how bumpy the journey was about to get. 2 
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CHAPTER 17 


Feeling very pleased the offer on their dream home had been accepted, Jonathan and Michaela 
could not wait to share the excellent news with their respective parents. As they still had a few days 
left out of their two weeks holidays they went to see Michaela’s mother, then drove down to 
Ashford to see Laura and Danny at their secluded villa with the intention of spending some time 
with them, perhaps even going for a trip on the river on the Wilson’s boat and maybe catching a few 
fish. When they arrived, the weather had unexpectedly changed. It was so dreary and windy to 
enjoy any outdoor activities they had hoped for, so the family opted to sit around a coal fire 
amusing themselves, playing Classic Monopoly. Jonathan chose the racing-car as his token piece 
whilst Michaela settled for the dog. Danny selected the top-hat and Laura was happy with the iron. 

They started to play. Danny was well ahead buying as many properties as he could get his 
hands on. Laura was unlucky to have thrown three doubles in a row and had landed herself in jail. 
Michaela was coasting carefully. She had no property to her name yet but was desperate to get one. 

Jonathan’s token was resting on Bond Street following his last move and he could not afford 
to buy it. The property went to auction, Laura wanted to buy it but as she was in jail the rules 
prevented her from doing so. Danny decided to grab it. Jonathan rolled the dice and threw a four 
and three. As he moved seven paces forward he passed GO and landed on Old Kent Road. He was 
able to collect £200 from the bank. 

Laura, shouted, ‘are you going to buy it?’ 

‘But of course. What a coincidence. Michaela and I have today put an offer on a house no.1. 
Old Kent Road and it has been accepted.’ 

‘That is really awesome,’ Laura said. ‘Congratulations to both of you for getting a foot on 
the property ladder.’ 

‘And from me too,’ said Danny adding his sincere congratulations. 

As Jonathan was collecting the deed, his mother asked him, ‘so when will you guys get the 
keys to your new house?’ 

‘Soon, hopefully,’ replied Jonathan. 

Michaela interjected. ‘Tom said it could take three months for the sale to be completed.’ 

‘Who is Tom?’ Danny enquired. 

‘Oh, sorry, Tom is the Estate Agent at Page and Wells.’ 

‘Is that Tom Tomlinson?’ asked Danny. 

“Yes. Do you know him?’ 

“Yes I do, Michaela. He is quite an efficient chap.’ 

‘He looks it,’ Michaela responded. ‘He actually got us a good deal. The price should have 
been £460, 000, but he got it for us for £430,000...’ 

“Actually, dad,’ Jonathan intervened. ‘The bank had reduced it to £425,000 for a quick sale, 
but to make sure that we secured the deal, we took the advice of Tom and offered £5000 more.’ 

‘We viewed several properties,’ Michaela said, ‘and this one topped them all. Besides being 
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really beautiful it ticked all the boxes for us, within our budget and is in pristine condition. It has a 
stunning contemporary German gloss handless fitted kitchen with integrated Siemens appliances. 
The bedrooms have fitted wardrobes. The en-suite to the master bedroom has a range of bespoke 
and manufacturer’s built-in and fitted furniture. All we need is to spend a few thousand on beds, 
furniture for the lounge and dining room and soft furnishings.’ 

‘And a 52” flat screen 3D TV,’ Jonathan hastened to add. 

‘I can’t wait to see it,’ Laura said. 

Looking straight at Laura, Michaela said, ‘we can’t wait to invite both of you, my mum and 
a few friends for a nice barbecue.’ 

“What in this dreadful weather?’ Danny remarked with a grimace on his face. 

‘There are good days ahead Dr. Wilson. I am sure the sun will not dare to hide away from us 
for ever.’ 

“You sound very happy with your find?’ said Laura. 

‘Tam,’ Michaela replied, ‘I mean we are, aren’t we Jonathan?’ 

Jonathan nodded. 

“Pall Mall!’ Laura shouted. 

‘No, it is in Old Kent Road,’ said Michaela. 

“What is?’ 

‘The house we bought is in Old Kent Road.’ 

‘I am referring to the board game, you have just landed on Pall Mall, and do you want to 
buy it?’ 

‘No, I can’t afford it,’ she joked with a huge grin on her face. 

‘Well, I can!’ shouted Laura. 

‘So can I,’ Jonathan showed his interest too. 

After bidding for it, Laura won. 

The game continued for a while. Out of the blue Danny asked Laura, ‘have you heard from 
Desiré?’ 

Disgusted with the way her best friend had behaved towards her, she reluctantly 
commented, ‘it is amazing,’ shaking her head in disbelief, ‘how you can eat, drink and spend lots of 
time together with a person and still not know about the malice he or she harbours.’ 

Defending Desiré, Danny alleged, ‘she was misguided.’ 

‘I doubt it,’ Laura snapped, sounding bitter. 

Michaela cut in. “The person I feel sorry for is Doloris Bouquet,’ 

‘Yes,’ Jonathan added, ‘I wonder how she is coping alone with her son.’ 

‘Poor woman,’ Laura uttered referring to Doloris, ‘fancy losing her husband, Vincent, in 
such a tragic manner.’ 

‘The hard part for Vincent, I think,’ Jonathan reflected aloud, ‘is to die without knowing he 
was leaving a son behind.’ 

‘I wonder why Doloris never told her husband she was having his baby,’ said Michaela. 

‘Maybe she did not want him to suffer any more than he already was,’ Laura surmised. 

‘T think she was wrong...I certainly would not have hidden something like that from my 
husband,’ Michaela admitted. 

‘It’s easy to criticise, this is why there are so many critics around,’ said Laura. 

‘Fair comment, Mrs. Wilson.’ 

‘Talking about husbands, when are you two going to get married?’ 

‘Give us a chance mum. Once the deal on the house is completed, we will do it,’ Jonathan 
said, winking at Michaela. 

Michaela was quietly happy to hear that but playing hard to get she said, ‘I have yet to 
accept,’ she said with a cheeky grin on her face. 

‘Do you mean Jonathan has not proposed yet?’ Laura commented. 
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‘Tl will... one day.’ Jonathan said. 

‘This is music to my ears.’ Laura looked very pleased. 

They continued to play and it was well after midnight before they retired. 

When they wake up tomorrow will the sun shine on them or will there be yet another storm 
threatening their peace of mind? 
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The next day whilst having breakfast, Michaela received a call. It was short. The expression 
on Michaela’s face had changed. 

“What’s up?’ Danny asked. 

Looking at Jonathan who was sitting beside her, Michaela said, ‘Tom wants to see us this 
afternoon... it sounded urgent.’ 

‘Maybe he wants to complete the deal on the house sooner,’ Danny butted in. ‘It does not 
necessarily mean that something is wrong.’ 

However Michaela who took the call had a different sense, but did her best to keep her cool. 

As soon as they had finished their breakfast, they drove all the way from Ashford to Page 
and Wells in London. Sitting at his desk, Tom looked apprehensive. 

Tom leaned forward and said, ‘well I have just heard from the bank...’ then he sat back in 
his chair, took a deep breath and added, ‘it’ not good news.’ 

The expression on Michaela’s face was gloomy. ‘You told us the bank accepted our offer.’ 

‘They have and still do... but...’ 

‘But what, Mr. Tomlinson?’ Jonathan interjected nervously. 

‘Let’s not panic, I am sure it will be resolved,’ Tom said trying his best to reassure them. 
The bank is desperate to sell and they will do what needs to be done to iron out the issues. I will 
keep you posted. 2 
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CHAPTER 18 


Two months later... 


Jonathan and Michael despite calling Tom several times a week had heard nothing new. The bank 
could not give a close date. They were told to wait two weeks more. At the end of the two weeks 
they were told to wait another two, then another two... causing them unwanted frustration. Their 
worst nightmare was coming true. Coupled to that, the lease on Michaela’s flat was reaching its end 
and they would have to move out. Hoping and wishing that they would be able to close the deal 
with the bank, neither of them wanted to confide in their parents the extent of their problem. The 
fact that they would soon be homeless weighed heavily on their minds. 

‘Look, if the worst comes to the worst we could move in with my mother,’ Michaela said. 

‘With your mother?’ Jonathan frowned. 

‘Okay then, we could move in with your parents. They’ve got plenty of rooms.’ 

Jonathan put his arms around Michaela and held her close. “Let’s not think of the worst yet.’ 
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Three months had elapsed since they had put in their offer on the property and they were 
nowhere nearer to closing the deal. The lease on Michaela’s flat was up and for all intents and 
purposes they were now homeless. Not keen to move in with either of their in-laws to be, they 
sought refuge from Jane and Robert, a recently married couple they were friendly with. The couple 
agreed to put them up for a fortnight. 

After living a week with Jane and Robert, they heard from the bank. When they were 
informed they would be able to close the deal in two days time they were over the moon. They 
would finally be able to get out of their friend’s house and move into their very own dream house. 
Michaela’s mood was lifted and she became her usual cheerful bubbly self again. She and Jonathan 
spent the day out window-shopping for items for their long awaited house. After wandering around 
in town they finally stopped at KFC for a meal. Their conversation was all about the house. 

Just as they thought their nightmare was over, the very next day Michael received a phone 
call from Tom who wanted to see them in his office again. They were excited as they thought the 
meeting was to sign the contract, but when they arrived at the agency, he dropped another 
bombshell. 

‘I am afraid it is bad news. The bank has just found out that there is a second mortgage on 
the house with another lender.’ 

‘What?’ a frustrated Jonathan snapped. 

Keeping his cool, Tom explained, ‘the bank needs at least three more months to clear this 


matter up before they will be in a position to close the deal with you.’ 

‘No way!’ Michael shouted, shaking her head, ‘We can’t impose on our friends any more.’ 

Jonathan shook his head, ‘you’ve got to be kidding.’ He looked furious. The skin on his 
cheeks and neck had turned bright pink. 

‘I wish I were,’ Tom replied softly. 

Jonathan frown deepened. After taking a deep breath he turned to Michaela and concluded, 
‘T am done with it.’ 

He got up from his chair to make his way out. A disheartened Michaela followed, resigning 
herself to the fact that she could not put her friends out anymore and that it was time to move on. 
But where to? Is it that easy to walk away on something you have set your heart on? 
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When they came back to their friends’ house, Michaela tried to explain to Jane and Robert 
their predicament. 

‘I know that we said we were going to be here for a couple of weeks, but we are wondering 
if we could...’ 

Before she had finished her sentence, Robert knew exactly what was coming and he 
interjected. ‘I don’t think it would work, we have family coming over.’ 

Jonathan was quick to jump in and said, ‘look we really appreciated your hospitality and for 
letting us stay here for as long as you did...’ 

They packed up their bags and went to seek shelter with another unmarried couple they 
knew. By then, it was already the fifteenth of July. As soon as they had set foot on the doorstep, 
they we were told that they could only stay for two weeks and then they would have to go. It was 
not much of a welcome, but at least they knew the score. 

‘Oh, don’t worry.’ Turning to Jonathan, Michaela said, ‘if we have not found a house by 
then we will have no other option but to move in with...’ 

‘Let’s not be so negative,’ a tired Jonathan tried to keep both his and his girlfriend’s spirits 
up. ‘I am sure there must be another equally good property out there that we could buy.’ 

‘You are right,’ Michaela responded briskly. ‘I know I had my heart set on that house... but 
it was just a dream... too good to be true... not meant to be.’ 

She was really trying to put on a brave face, but deep in Michaela’s heart, she felt she could 
not let go and prayed that the bank would come through and she quietly waited for that phone call, 
whilst Jonathan just wanted to forget about that property on Old Kent Road and move on. 
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When Jonathan and Michaela, way back on April fool’s day, had set out to buy a house, they 
were full of hopes and they could not wait to settle in to their dream home so that they could begin 
to plan an August wedding. The 8" of August was the date they would have picked to tie the knot. 
It was a very important date for Jonathan as it was the day he was born and also the day his parents 
got married. 

Jonathan wanted the wedding to be on the beach in Mauri Tsui whilst Michaela wanted to 
take her marriage vows at Grand Canyon, Las Vegas. It was always Michaela’s dream to get 
married at one of the Seven Natural Wonders of the World. 

All that had to wait. As they say, Man proposes but sometimes God disposes. Such is life.... 
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During the first two weeks of July, Jonathan and Michaela had been going back and forth to 
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Page and Wells. Tom had been taking them to view other properties. None of them were measuring 
up. The stress was getting to both of them. They were arguing most of the time. Being together had 
stopped being fun. The situation they were experiencing had knocked the “J” out of joy for them. 
They were not the happy couple they used to be. 

When Michaela visited her mum, she was in tears as she confided in her. The latter was 
furious that she had been kept in the dark for so long. On the insistence of her mother, Michaela 
picked up the phone and called the Wilsons. Laura answered the phone and she was shocked to hear 
what had been going on. She was angry her son had kept everything so quiet. After telling her 
husband about what she had learnt, Danny decided to have a heart to heart talk with Jonathan. 
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Sitting in Gaston café, father and son chatted for more than an hour over a cup of tea. Danny 
knew it was not the time to get angry with Jonathan and he was very mindful of his words. 

‘Why son?’ Danny asked softly. 

Jonathan looking at the expression on his father’s face, he expected to feel the full thrust of 
anger directed towards him, but instead all he could observe and sense was distress. 

Eyes down, staring at his cup, Jonathan said hesitantly, ‘I thought you and mum had enough 
on your plate to worry about me.’ 

‘Oh, Jonathan, Jonathan, we are a family. Family always stick together, helping each other. 
This is what we have always done. Surely you know that?’ 

There was a long painful silence. 

‘I know you are grown up now, my son, and capable of handling your problems but a 
trouble shared is always a trouble halved... and no one is ever too old or too wise to seek help.’ 

Suddenly Jonathan’s mind flashed back to the days when he was only seven years old and 
remembered how his father used to come to his room. They would talk, especially after his mum 
had had a go at him for not behaving himself. Memories of how he felt good, after a heart to heart 
talk were engraved in his mind. 

‘Where do I start, dad?’ Jonathan said pensively, with a touch of sadness in his voice. 

‘The beginning is usually a good place,’ Danny said with a slight grin on his face. 

Jonathan decided to open up. ‘I desperately wanted to make a life with Michaela. When the 
lease on her flat was coming up I talked her into buying a house together...’ Jonathan then stopped 
talking, he was experiencing difficulty getting the words out of his mouth. 

‘That was a good move son.’ 

‘Was it? Don’t you see dad, if I had not made the suggestion she would have probably 
leased another flat somewhere and we would not be in such a mess. It has been an absolute 
nightmare. We aren’t able to talk in a civil manner with each other any more. I am sick of the 
constant bickering, yes sick of it,’ Jonathan said forcefully, sounding irritated. 

‘Jonathan, you told me you wanted to marry her more than anything in the world...’ 

‘T still do...’ 

‘I’m glad to hear it. Then it was proper for you to suggest getting a house together before 
settling down.’ After a short pause, Danny continued, ‘it was just bad luck that your first attempt at 
buying a house met with difficulties. There are other houses you know!’ 

‘This is the thing dad... The house on Old Kent Road was her dream house. You should 
have seen how jubilant she was when she first saw it... Now that I have walked away from it, she is 
not the same happy bunny I have been used to.’ 

“What is happening is not your fault!’ 

‘Let’s face it, dad, I am a failure. I desperately wanted a better life—but there is no better 
life for me. I... I wanted a better future... I had glowing dreams... oh, what is the point? I can’t 
even make the woman I love happy.’ 
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‘And you think by walking away from her, you will make her happy and become the person 
she was?’ 

‘What?’ Jonathan uttered as he digested his father’s words. He looked at his dad, thoughtful. 
He always knew that his father would have been a superb salesman, because he was getting through 
to him. 

‘Sometimes, in life, things do not work out the way we want; you are intelligent enough to 
know that! Losing a house, dream or no dream, is no reason to give up on the woman you love.’ 

‘I know that, but how can I make her happy?’ 

‘...by being at her side... supporting her all the way.’ 

‘But...’ 

“There is no but, son,’ Danny said firmly. 

Jonathan knew his father was making sense. By the time they had finished their tea, 
Jonathan had decided that Michaela and him would move in with his parents whilst the search for a 
house continued. 
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When Michaela and Jonathan had arrived at the Wilsons with their bags, Laura was at the 
door to welcome them in. 

‘Bring your stuff in... and make yourself at home,’ said Laura. 

Standing in the hallway Michaela greeted Laura with these words, ‘thank you so much for 
your hospitality; it has been such a stressful...’ 

‘Not a problem at all, it is the least we could do. I have given you the room in the East wing. 
I hope you like it.’ 

As the days became darker and colder, Jonathan and Michaela soldiered on. One consolation 
was that the house of Jonathan’s parents was huge and tastefully furnished that they got all the 
privacy and comfort they needed without the pressure of a deadline for them to leave. 

Michaela felt bad for not having a place of her own to stay and for putting out her friends 
and now her in-laws to be. Everyday she prayed she would soon find a place she could call home, 
not that she was unhappy living with the Wilsons, but home is always where the heart is. So they 
say! 2 
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CHAPTER 19 
river 


Tom had continued to line up more houses for Jonathan and Michaela to view and most of 
their time was taken up with that. It had been a long time since they had been out together enjoying 
themselves. When the Wilsons invited them out for an evening meal at the Ritz Restaurant, 
London, they gladly accepted. Having lost track of the dates, Michaela had forgotten it was already 
the 8 of August and the reason for the outing was to celebrate the Wilsons 25 wedding 
anniversary. 

When Michaela noticed the evening gown Laura had chosen to wear, suddenly the penny 
dropped. She rushed to her room and asked Jonathan if he knew what date it was. 

He glanced at his watch and gasped, ‘Oh my God!’ 

‘What are we going to do?’ Michaela asked looking agitated. 

“What do you mean? This is why they are taking us to The Ritz, to celebrate.’ 

“Yes, dummy, I know that much. But we have not bought them anything.’ 

‘Oh don’t worry, they don’t expect anything from us,’ Jonathan replied, sounding quite 
blasé about it. 

‘Are you serious?’ 

‘Okay, if it would make you feel better I will arrange a surprise.’ 

‘Like what?’ Michaela asked. 

‘Then it wouldn’t be a surprise, would it?’ he grinned. 

‘I hope you know what you are doing, Jonathan, because I do not want to sit there with your 
parents having a meal feeling embarrassed for not getting them anything.’ Michaela said anxiously. 

‘Look, calm down. We need to get going soon, so let’s go and get ourselves ready... and 
please, put on that nice black silk dress you got.’ 

“What black silk dress?’ 

‘Try checking your wardrobe,’ Jonathan said with a grimace on his face. 

When Michaela opened her wardrobe she saw a box, in it was a beautiful outfit. She took it 
out of the box, held it in front of her chest whilst looking in the mirror. She was speechless. She 
threw the dress on her bed and rushed into the shower where Jonathan was, and hugged him, 
indifferent of the water from the douche which was raining over both of them. 
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The Ritz Restaurant was a magnificent bastion of the culture of classical service with a 
dining room of unadulterated opulence created in reverence to haute cuisine. Established by 
Auguste Escoffier, one of history's most influential chefs, The Ritz Restaurant was considered by 
many to be the most beautiful hotel dining room in the world. Amongst it features, were towering 
marble columns, soaring floor to ceiling windows, vast kaleidoscopic ceiling frescoes, gilded 
neoclassical statues and a spectacular garland chandelier that enveloped diners within a halo of 
light. 

At 7.00 P.M. sharp, the Wilsons arrived at The Ritz London. After parking their SL550 
Mercedes-Benz, they made their way to the restaurant. To reflect the elegant nature of the 
restaurant’s architecture, they were all dressed in accordance to the dress code permitted in The 
Ritz. Both Laura and Michaela looked fabulous in their evening outfits. Being so attractive in their 
own right, it would have been difficult to assess whether it was the well-cut and well-matched items 
they were wearing that made them look so desirable or if it was the other way round. 

Laura being an ex-model knew how to carry herself, and Michaela also had an air of 
sophistication about her. Both men were lucky to have them in their lives, and they realised it. 
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Although at times they did not know how to show it! Being gentleman, they too were wearing a suit 
and tie (as jeans and sportswear were not allowed for either ladies or gentleman). 

As the Wilsons entered the dinning room, like all the other guests, they were extended the 
highest level of professional service. 

They were sat at a round table for four by a window which offered them a beautiful view of 
London. 

‘Welcome to The Ritz sirs and madams,’ said the waitress in her blue dress, apron and cap 
wearing a pleasant smile. She offered them a menu and with a note pad and pen in her hands she 
was ready to take their orders. 

The menus offered sensational contemporary incarnations of classical French dishes with 
expressed claimed by the chef that he was using the finest seasonal British ingredients. 

‘First, could you bring us a bottle of your finest champ,,,?’ 

Surprisingly, before he had finished his sentence, the manager turned up with a silver tray 
containing a bottle of champagne in ice. ‘Please accept this with compliments of the house,’ he said. 
‘We are so delighted you chose us to celebrate your wedding anniversary. Please enjoy your 
moment here.’ 

What a charming man, Laura thought. 

The waitress poured the champagne for them and proceeded to take their orders. 

Danny took the lead. ‘For starter, give us half a lobster each.’ Then there was a pause. 
Danny was staring at the menu and mumbled, ‘I wonder what the lamb is like.’ 

The waitress heard him. ‘It is very tender Welsh lamb from the emerald green hills of 
Wales, sir,’ she said. ‘It is served with Artichoke Barigoule and Winter Vegetables.’ 

‘That will do for me.’ 

‘And for me too,’ Laura said. 

Jonathan and Michaela had made their choice. ‘We will have the “cote de boeuf” with the 
truffle mash, bone marrow and red wine shallots.’ 

“Any dessert?’ 

‘Erm... I would like the chocolate bombe,’ Danny declared. ‘How about you guys?’ 

They all nodded opting for chocolate. 

‘Any wine?’ 

Danny after checking with everyone said, “bring us a bottle of red... hmm... a Cabernet 
Sauvignon would do nicely.’ 

‘There is a forty minute wait for the preparation of the main course, will that be alright?’ 

‘Thank you for warning us,’ Danny said with a little smile on his face, unsure whether the 
waitress was expecting him to say that they could not wait. 

After the waitress had gone away, Danny turned to Laura and said, ‘Happy Anniversary, 
darling.’ Raising their champagne glasses they clinked them and Laura adding, ‘to the next twenty 
five years, darling.’ 

Jonathan and Michaela were happy to see Danny and Laura were still in love with each 
other and added their hearty cheers. 

After they all had taken a sip of their champagne, unexpectedly, Jonathan stood up, pulled a 
small box from his pocket revealing a gold solitaire ring and knelt down in front of Michaela. 
‘Michaela will you be my wife?’ he proposed. 

A stunned Michaela replied, ‘Of course I will.’ She immediately hugged Jonathan and they 
kissed each other, much to the delight of Danny and Laura who were quick to offer their 
congratulations. 

‘All you need to do now is to set a date for the wedding,’ Laura said impetuously which 
caused Michaela’s eyes to flood with tears. 

Laura quickly apologized. ‘I am sorry if I said anything upsetting.’ 

‘Don’t worry mum... it’s just that we were supposed to be getting married today.’ 
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Laura’s lower jaw dropped. Turning to Danny, Laura asked, ‘Did you know about that 
Danny?’ 

‘Nope.’ 

‘Mum, it was meant to be a surprise. Michaela had already purchased a wedding package. 
All of us were meant to be in Las Vegas yesterday to witness us tying the knot today at the fabulous 
Grand Canyon...’ 

‘Well why aren’t we there then?’ Laura asked looking puzzled. 

‘How could we mum, we are homeless.’ 

‘What are you babbling about? Isn’t our house spacious enough to give you two the comfort 
and privacy you need?’ Laura snapped, but just managed to keep her voice down. 

Michaela started to say, “it is not that Mrs. Wilson...’ 

Laura cut in sharply but softly, ‘Laura—you can call me Laura.’ 

Having always addressed Laura as Mrs. Wilson, she felt slight uneasy to change. ‘Err... 
Lau... Laura, it is not that we are not grateful for you putting us up... we... no... I, yes I want my 
own house, a place I can call home, a place I can bring up my family...’ 

Laura altered her tone and said softly, ‘I can understand all that, and you will find that 
dream home...’ 

Michaela interjected. ‘I found, or should I say I did find my dream home but it was not 
meant to be.’ She pulled out her handkerchief and touched the corners of her eyes to mop the tears 
that was about to roll down her cheeks. 

‘My dear Michaela,’ Danny intervened. ‘I know you had your heart set on that house at Old 
Kent Road, but there is another one like it out there, believe me... Let me make you this pledge: if 
there isn’t I will build you one exactly like it, even if I have to help you with the cost.’ 

“Wow! I might just take you up on it Dr. Wilson,’ Michaela was unable to stop a smile 
shinning on her face. 

“You do that,’ Danny replied with a wink. 

Laura jumped in. ‘Come on, let’s go to the ladies.’ 

Michaela followed Laura to the ladies and when they came back they were both looking 
cheerful and as radiant as ever. As soon as they had taken their place at the table again, the waitress 
was there with four halves, of tastefully prepared, luscious native lobster plucked from the cold seas 
skirting Britain’s coastline. 

‘Enjoy!’ the waitress said and walked away. 
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For over a century, The Ritz London had been a benchmark by which other hotels were 
measured. Perfectly located in a landmark position in the heart of London, the iconic hotel had long 
been the hotel of choice for Royalty and aristocracy, dignitaries and countless other discerning 
guests. Unknown to his parents, Jonathan had booked and paid for an overnight stay in two 
luxurious guest rooms. He could not think of a better wedding anniversary gift for his parents and a 
better way to celebrate his engagement to Michaela. When he told them what he had done, they 
were overjoyed. 

Ritz is believed to be the byword for luxury, service and elegance and the Wilsons was 
given the chance to experience it for themselves. 

After they had finished their dessert, the waitress came with two bunches of flowers, one for 
each of the ladies, another bottle of Champagne, and two celebratory, personalised cakes. 
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Following dinner, they moved to the live entertainment section of the hotel and danced the 


night away to the sounds of Peter O’Donnell and his band. 

It was one of the most beautiful evenings the couples have had together. When they had 
finally decided to retire, they took the lift to their rooms. Little did they know what to expect. As 
they let themselves in their rooms they were most impressed. 

Jonathan had read that when Cesar Ritz created his iconic London hotel, his aim was to set 
new standards in quality among London’s luxury hotels and he succeeded. Designed in the lavish 
Louis XVI “house style”, Laura’s room was rose pink, whilst Michaela’s was peach. Each room 
was appointed with plush carpets, supple bed linen, rich silk drapes and ornate antique furnishings. 

Laura could not have wished a better hotel in which to celebrate her silver wedding 
anniversary. Michaela was equally delighted with the celebration of her unexpected engagement in 
such unique style. 

Would the experience Danny and Jonathan gave to their respective partners live long in the 
memories? But for Jonathan and Michaela after they had left The Ritz, it was back to searching for 
that perfect home which had so far eluded them. 2 


86 


CHAPTER 20 


After receiving a call from Tom, they arrived at the first house he had lined up for them but he was 
not there. Instead it was Samantha Ellis who was waiting for them. 

‘Where is Tom?’ Michaela asked. 

‘He could not come and sent me instead. I am Samantha and I hope this is fine with you.’ 

‘Nice to meet you,’ said Michaela and Jonathan as they shook hands with Samantha. 

They stood outside and took a good look at the house before going inside. It was a 3- 
bedroom brick house, 2 bathrooms, huge back yard, fire place and garage. 

Samantha explained. ‘Tom told me how much you loved Old Kent Road and this house is 
priced very comfortable to it; at £439,000... cosmetically it needs some work...’ 

Michaela nodded. ‘Yeah, I can see that just looking at it from outside.’ 

‘Let’s take a look inside and then we will talk.’ 

As Samantha opened the door, they entered into the lounge. Looking at Jonathan, Samantha 
asked him for his first impression. 

‘Definitely needs some work,’ he replied. 

“But it’s all doing stuff really,’ Michaela commented. 

‘It’s easy for you to say, but you won’t be the one doing it.’ 

‘Tl help.’ 

It was clear to Samantha that Jonathan was not excited of the prospect of getting his hands 
dirty. DIY had never been his forte. Bringing someone else to fix up the place would add to the 
overall cost. The price of the house was already over their budget of £430,000. 

Tactfully Samantha jumped in. ‘Let’s go and see the dining room,’ and as they walked into 
it she said, ‘this is the dining room...’ 

Jonathan frowned. ‘Lots of work in here! The skirting will need to come out and the ceiling 
needs attention.’ 

‘Must be pretty easy,’ Michaela said, ‘and if we take out that wall separating the kitchen, 
just imagine the space.’ 

Looking straight at his fiancé, Jonathan said, ‘you can’t just knock a wall out.’ 

Sensing that the two of them may get into an argument, Samantha tactfully jumped in and 
interrupted them. ‘Alright let’s check out the kitchen,’ she said and walked them to it. 

As soon as Jonathan saw it, he was unhappy. ‘Oh, no, everything needs to come out of this 
kitchen.’ 

‘That’s okay, we can replace all the kitchen cabinets and make them white gloss whilst the 
worktops could be black granite,’ said Michaela. 

“What about the flooring?’ 

‘That too if you like.’ 

‘And the appliances?’ 
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‘Them as well. They could be stainless steel.’ 

‘What about this wall,’ Jonathan enquired pointing to the wall dividing the kitchen and the 
living room. 

‘Err...we could remove it. This would create an open plan which I know you want and so do 
I.’ After a short pause, Michaela added, ‘I think it would look really nice.’ 

‘Do you realise,’ Jonathan told Michaela as gently as he could, ‘we are talking about three 
rooms that would have to be completely redone...this will cost us thousands of pounds.’ 

‘But this would surely increase the value of the property,’ Michaela argued. 

‘Not with the amount we’ll have to put in...” Jonathan counteracted. 

Samantha then showed them the bedrooms, and Jonathan was not impressed with them 
either. Neither did he like the huge back yard because of the amount of work that would be needed 
initially and afterwards to keep it looking nice. He did not have one nice thing to say about the 
property. 

Michaela was getting quietly frustrated with Jonathan. “You need to stop being so picky,’ 
she complained. ‘We‘ve got to get out of your parents’ house soon. 

Jonathan, who could feel that Michaela was losing patience with him said, ‘don’t get me 
wrong and it is not that I don’t want to do any work...it’s just that I am not willing to rip the whole 
house apart and then put it back together. This is crazy.’ 

“We need to get out of your parents’ house soon. Maybe we could move in with my mother.’ 

‘Psss... What is the point of that?’ 

Jonathan was not keen on the idea of moving from his parents’ house to Michaela’s 
mother’s place. The idea of this possibility concentrated his mind. 

Samantha listening to the disagreement decided to provide a bit of reassurance. ‘There are 
many more houses to see, I am confident there is a house that both of you would like... I would 
advise you to stay positive.’ 
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For the next few weeks, Samantha took them to view more houses. Every house they viewed 
had something that they did not like. If it was not the size, it was the layout. A few of them had no 
garage... it was just one thing after another that bothered one or both of them. August the 8", the 
date they had planned to get married, had come and gone and they were still hunting for that perfect 
house. 

After five months of searching, suddenly there came a break through. They finally found a 
house they both loved. Jonathan wanted to make an offer, but Michaela was not sure whether the 
house was worth going over their £430,000 budget. Jonathan was determined to put in an offer as 
he did not want to walk away from it without trying. 

‘Look Michaela,’ he explained. ‘I am exhausted and you hate living at my parent’s house. 
This is the first house that we have looked at that we both like... we have to put an offer...’ 

As Michaela was getting the sense that Jonathan was serious about putting in an offer she 
began to show signs of anxiety. She was looking to the ground, twiddling her fingers. 

Addressing Samantha, Jonathan said, ‘If we can get it for £429,000 that would keep us 
within our budget...’ 

‘Hmm... I think it’s a strong offer,’ Samantha replied. 

Michaela interjected. ‘I think if we can keep it under £430,000 mark...’ 

‘Are you in?’ Jonathan conferred. 

‘Yeah,’ Michaela said with a hesitant smile, as her heart was not totally in it. The Old Kent 
Road property was like a ghost that continued to haunt her. However, feeling pressurised she made 
a valiant attempt in persuading herself to let it go. 

Samantha was quite observant and she did not fail to notice the uneasiness of Michaela but 
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being a single mother who was always short of money, she was thinking of her commission. ‘Okay, 
let me make a phone call,’ she said as she moved to take a seat on a wooden bench just a few feet 
away from where she was standing. 

Jonathan and Michaela followed her. 

After Samantha had made the call, she slipped her mobile in her bag and said, ‘now we 
wait.’ 

Moments later, Samantha’s cell buzzed and she answered. After listening and exchanging a 
few words with the caller, she cut off. 

‘Here is the situation,’ she said. ‘The seller has made a counter offer on the house... they 
countered £434, 000. However, they are willing to pay £1000 towards your moving costs as long as 
you agree to waive your cooling period.’ 

‘No cooling period and we are still over budget,’ Michaela whinged. 

Jonathan looking at Michaela said, ‘it is only £3000 over budget and you are complaining. 
As for the cooling period what does it matter, if we are in agreement that this is the right buy for 
us?’ 

‘It does matter... the government put it there for a reason and the reason is that people do 
change their minds,’ Michaela argued. 

‘Are you?’ 

‘Am I what? Oh, you mean changing my mind?’ 

Jonathan nodded. 

‘I may.’ 

Jonathan shook his head in disbelief, then looking at Samantha he said, ‘could you please 
ring and tell them that we would accept their counter offer but we want to keep our cooling period.’ 

Samantha pulled her phone out of her handbag, made the call then she looked at Jonathan 
and Michaela. Naughtily she put on a face that would suggest to them that she was about to give 
them bad news, but she quickly changed the expression on her face. With a smile she said the 
vendor was willing for them to keep their cooling period. 

Jonathan was happy. ‘We have a house,’ he said with a huge smile on his face. 

Michaela gave her fiancé a timid smile. 

‘Okay, I think you‘ve got yourself a good deal and if you are happy to go ahead I can get 
you in this house in 45 days or so,’ Samantha said cheerfully. 

They looked at each other, and then Jonathan told Samantha to get the papers ready. 

After saying goodbye to Samantha, they drove home. 

‘Smile Michaela,’ said Jonathan. ‘We have a home and soon we will be able to get out of 
my parents home. I did not realise you hated being there that much.’ 

‘You are right, this is the positive bit, but to keep the record straight I do not mind being at 
your parents’ house, it is just that...’ 

Jonathan cut in. ‘I know you just want to be in your own house.’ 

‘Exactly! And come to think of it you don’t like the idea of being in my mother’s house 
either.’ 

‘Hmm...’ Jonathan sensed that something was not quite right. He expected and wanted his 
fiancé to be jumping with joy. 

There was one month in front of them before they would be expected to sign the contract. 
Would Michaela change her mind? #« 
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CHAPTER 21 


It was already mid-September and England was preparing for a heavy winter. Michaela had circled 
in her calendar the 15'* of November in red. It was the date Samantha Ellis at Page and Wells had 
told them the contract would be ready for them to sign and they would be able to pick up the keys 
of the house the same day. The fact that she would be in her new home just in time for Christmas 
should have made her happy especially as she had been itching to get out of her in-laws house. Yet 
deep inside her was a feeling of uneasiness. 

As soon as Jonathan had gone to work, she placed a call to Tom Tomlinson but she was told 
by the receptionist he was out of the office. 

“Any idea what time he would be back?’ 

‘He should be back in an hour.’ 

“Could you tell him to call me as soon as he gets back please?’ 

‘Miss Hughes, if it is urgent I can put you through to Samantha Ellis.’ 

‘No I would rather talk to Tom.’ 

‘Okay, Ill pass the message.’ The line went dead. 

“Was that Miss Michaela Hughes I overheard you talking to?’ asked Samantha Ellis who 
was sitting at her desk. 

‘Yes, it was.’ 

“What did she want?’ 

‘Beats me... she did not say.’ 

Samantha was tempted to ring her but then decided otherwise. 
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Forty-five minutes later Michaela received a call from Tom. They chatted for a while. When 
they had finished Michaela had an anxious look on her face. She thought for a moment then started 
to call Jonathan, but on the second ring she cut off. 

She came downstairs and as she was passing the dining room to go into the garden, Laura 
was finishing her breakfast. 

‘Here you are,’ Laura said, ‘I thought you were not having breakfast today.’ 

‘T’m not.’ 

“Why not?’ 

‘T just don’t feel like it Mrs Wilson... err... Laura.” She continued on her way and went to sit 
at the bottom of the garden. 

Moments later Laura came in the garden and stood next to Michaela. 

‘It’s nice out here... very quiet and peaceful. You know I often come here when I want to be 
alone or I have something on my mind. I would talk to the birds and bees.’ 

Michaela looked at Laura for a moment, and then asked, ‘do they talk back to you, Laura?’ 


“Yes they do, in their own language of course.’ 

“What do they say?’ 

‘I haven’t the foggiest,’ Laura said and then laughed, causing Michaela to laugh too. 

There was a moment of silence. Laura took a seat next to Michaela; putting her arms around 
Michaela’s shoulder they had a téte-a-téte. 

‘Jonathan feels you are not as excited as you should be about the house?’ 

‘Did he tell you that?’ 

‘It was what he did not say that gave me the clue.’ 

“Well, we are over budget to start with...’ 

‘Only by £3000.’ 

‘Yes, but...’ 

*...but what?’ 

‘Anyway we are set to buy the house now and we will soon be signing the contract... 
besides Jonathan likes it?’ 

“And you?’ 

‘I do, but...’ 

‘Look this is a big investment. If you don’t like it you should not go ahead.’ 

‘I just had a phone call from Tom.’ 

‘Oh, no. Don’t tell me the deal has fallen through again.’ 

‘He said that the bank is ready to exchange contracts on the house at Old Kent Road.’ 

“Wonderful. This is good news, isn’t it?’ 

‘I am not sure if Jonathan will want to go ahead since he walked away from it.’ 

‘Have you talked to him?’ 

‘No, I had the call after he had left for work.’ 

‘T am sure he will go along with you, trust me... Let me tell you a little story: A long time 
ago I saw a beautiful Mercedes-Benz advertised on TV and I took Danny with me to see it at the 
showroom. I fell in love with it straight away but Danny didn’t want to buy it because he felt I had 
a relatively new one in the garage. We argued and I felt just as miserable as I am sure you are 
feeling right now, but unknown to me he went behind my back and bought it for my 7 wedding 
anniversary... I can vouch that my Jonathan is very much like his dad. On the surface the Wilson- 
men always tend to appear mean but underneath it all they would do anything to keep their women 
happy. I am confident Jonathan will fall in line with you.’ 

‘Do you really think so?’ 

Laura nodded. ‘Hmm, hmm.’ 

‘Now how about you and I go to town on a spending spree. After all Christmas is round the 
corner?’ 

The two women hugged each other and then went in the house to get ready for a shopping 
extravaganza. 2 
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CHAPTER 22 


One month later... 


Michaela and Jonathan were smiling. After meeting Tom Tomlinson in his office, he accompanied 
them to the solicitor who had prepared a bunch of papers for them to sign. 

‘This is the deed for No.1 Old Kent Road devolving the property from the bank to you; I just 
need you to sign at the bottom of the page where your names are,’ the solicitor said as he handed 
them a pen. 

They gladly appended their signatures. 

‘Congratulations,’ said Tom as he handed them the keys. 

Michaela put out her right-hand to receive the keys to the house she had set her heart on 
months ago. ‘Thanks,’ she said with a huge smile. 

‘We made it,’ Jonathan said, putting a thumb up. 

With nothing else to do they bid goodbye to Tom and left the office. 

As they were walking out, a jubilant Michaela said, ‘this is the best Christmas present I 
could ever have hoped for.’ 

The huge smile on Jonathan’s face was a clear sign that he too was over the moon. 

All the way home Michaela was making a mental list of the things she needed to buy for the 
house and the people she needed to ring to help them with their move. The very next day Jonathan 
and Michaela, accompanied by Laura were out shopping for soft furnishings plus bits and pieces for 
the kitchen and bathrooms. Amy, the Wilsons’ au pair girl, had agreed to give the house a spring 
clean ready for new furniture and furnishings that were on their way. 

Three weeks later, Jonathan opened the front door to let his parents in. They had driven all 
the way from Ashford. Michaela hearing their voices, rushed downstairs to greet them. 

‘Welcome to our home,’ she said smiling. ‘Come on in,’ she gestured. ‘Let me show you 
around.’ She proudly walked them into the living area. ‘This is our living room.’ Pointing to the 
fireplace she said, ‘this is the best focal point in the house and I love it.’ 

‘This place was truly made for us, mum,’ said Jonathan. ‘We went to hell and back to get it 
and it was all worth the pains and stresses we went through. 

Addressing Michaela, Laura said, ‘I must say, it is a lovely house. I can see why you did not 
want anything else.’ 

When they got to the master bedroom the Wilsons noticed that it had bold patterns and 
dusky palettes. They were not surprised because they knew Michaela liked to stay truly in vogue. 
They were equally impressed with Jonathan’s study which was furnished to his liking. 

Laura and Danny had seen pictures of the house, inside and outside, and knew it was well 
maintained and ready to move in but seeing it fully furnished was even more impressive. 
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After the grand tour they sat down and had a pre-Christmas drink and some snacks together. 
As they stood up to leave, something startled Laura. 

‘What’s up mum? Jonathan asked. 

‘It’s nothing son,’ she said quickly, dismissing what her eyes saw, but she could have sworn 
she saw the image of a headless man sitting at the dining table waving and grinning at her. 
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Later on in the New Year, after having purchased a wedding package the Wilsons, with a 
few friends and relations flew to Las Vegas to witness Jonathan and Michaela tie the knot at the 
fabulous Grand Canyon, one of the most awe inspiring locations on earth. 

They were picked up at the Encore hotel and taken to the marriage bureau. After receiving 
their marriage license, they were taken to the helicopter pad where they were whisked away via a 
private helicopter to their wedding location 4,000 feet below the rim on the floor of the Grand 
Canyon. Along the flight they passed beautiful sights like Hoover Dam, Lake Mead, extinct 
volcanoes and much more. 

They were married on the floor of the canyon along the Colorado River. This was truly once 
in a lifetime experience! After the wedding ceremony the photographer spent time with the couple 
taking photos in different scenic areas. They then flew back to the helicopter pad where their private 
limousine took them back to their hotel where they spent their honeymoon night. The next day they 
took a ride on a rollercoaster and visited some of the casinos. By the time their one week stay in Las 
Vegas was over Jonathan and his wife Michaela had sampled some of the best nightlife and daytime 
parties available. 

When it was time for Michaela to fly back to England, even after a week she still could not 
believe she was now Mrs. Michaela Wilson. 

The morning Michaela and Jonathan left the Encore hotel to McCarran International 
Airport; they looked exhausted but happy... 
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Unknown to Michaela she was about to receive a surprise. Having reached the airport a little 
late, Jonathan was glad he had already checked in online and had printed boarding passes in his 
pocket. He went straight to the nearest baggage drop station to offload his suitcases and then as he 
tried to rush through the security he inadvertently set off the alarm because he had a key in his back 
coat pocket which he had forgotten to deposit in the check in tray. That was quickly resolved and 
they made their way to their designated gate. 

‘This is not the right gate,’ Michaela exclaimed. 

‘It is,’ Jonathan said, ‘let’s go before we miss the plane.’ 

Michaela reluctantly followed. They were the last two passengers to board the plane. Finally 
they were seated. No sooner had they done so when the flight attendant welcomed the passengers 
and began to give a safety presentation. 

‘...make sure your seat belt is fastened—to fasten insert the metal tip into the buckle and 
adjust the strap so that it is low and tight across your lap. To release the belt, just lift the top of the 
buckle...’ 

The Attendant continued with the remainder of her safety announcement. As soon as she 
had finished the captain added his welcome message. 

‘On behalf of everyone at British Airways we want to thank you for paying attention to our 
safety presentation. Sit back, relax and enjoy your flight to Mauri Tsui...’ 

Michaela immediately turned to Jonathan, ‘did I hear the captain say that we are going to 
Mauri Tsui?’ 


94 


Jonathan nodded with a huge smile plastered all over his face. 

‘You are really full of surprises, Jonathan,’ she said. She stretched her right arm across, 
pulled him towards her and gave him a tender kiss. 

‘Well you wanted to get married in Las Vegas and I wanted it to be in Mauri Tsui, so I 
thought it is only fair that we have an extended honeymoon in Mauri Tsui,’ Jonathan explained. 

‘That’s fair,’ Michaela conceded. 

Little did she know that this fairness would cost her dearly...! # 


-——CONTINUED BOOK 4— 
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THE 


WRECKAGE 


by 


Sydney S Chellen 


Enrico Swanson was a hard working man. Weary of the bleakness of his future, in his 
homeland where the rich got richer and the poor got poorer, he gathered his 
belongings and boarded a ship to a land of plenty. After he married Henrietta, his 
small wage working as a Civil Engineer was just about enough to pay his mortgage. 
He held two jobs working very long hours to provide for his small family. Enrico and 
Henrietta kept themselves to themselves. It was Ist September 2011 and they were 
excited because their daughter Petra, a 25-year-old university graduate from London, 
was returning home after four years of absence. They had cooked the best dinner they 
could afford to welcome her. What happened a week after her return launched a 
series of events that would trouble and haunt the Swanson family for years! 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


GPSbooksUK 


A series of four books on SEX, LIES, and MURDER 


“A great read that “This is a good piece of narrative. The 


22 keeps you on the plot is simple and there are few 
_. edge of your seat characters, which makes for easy reading 
4 wanting to know and understanding. The writing style is 
»~~  more!! brisk. Definitely, Sydney S Chellen is a 
sail good storyteller and his novel is very 


enjoyable. Hopefully the story could 
become the basis for a film script.” 


Prega Valaydon, Mauritius. 


‘S| Sex! Lies'artid Murdér 


BOOK 1: The folly of Laura is a prequel to a touch of Desire 


Laura is married to a successful surgeon and has just moved into a new 
house in Islington with her 7 year old son. One morning when she is home alone, a 
stranger comes in and rapes her. Fearing that her husband will blame her for allowing 


it to happen, she decides not to report the crime to the police. 
Days later the stranger returns and bizarrely Laura starts an affair with him but soon after, decides to break off 


the illicit relationship. 
Coincidentally someone kidnaps her son. After discovering the identity of the 


abductor, she decides to meet with him. Can Laura rescue her son and save her 
marriage? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-45 1-2 


a “A great sequel “After reading the first book, I 

2 YDNEY § to the first book — Sex, was happy to learn there was 
lies and murder — the more, and I wasn’t 

mee folly of Laura. disappointed! As good if not 

HE If you were gripped by __ better than the first and I hope 

iT the first novel, you to read more stories with the 
MUST read on...” enterprising CJ Fairfield in the 
Amazon customer. future! ” 


Amazon Customer. 


no 


Sex, Lies and Murder 


BOOK 2: A touch of Desire is a Sequel to the novel the folly of Laura 


Laura’s best friend, Desiré, is a retired model who is married to antique art dealer, Peter Emery. Bored with her 
dull and lonely life, she periodically frequents a brothel for distraction until one day a man comes to clean her 
swimming pool. She starts an affair with him and very quickly falls for him hook, line and sinker. 

Who is this man? Is he the man who will bring Desiré the happiness she craves, or is he a devil in disguise with 


nothing but vengeance on his mind? 


978-1-78280-452-9 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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SYDNEY §  ocncs 
. _ Revenge of the Beast is the third book in the series SEX, 
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LIES & MURDER. It is a sequel to book one: The Folly 
of Laura and book two, A touch of Desire. 


Antonio Bellucci is presumed dead when he was shot 

twice and ran into the sea in Herne Bay, Kent, England. 

Is he the road to happiness for Desiré or the worst 

bs Sn he nightmare for the Wilsons? 
Revenge of the Beast 


Sex, Lies and Murder ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


ia @ 3 


"A successful one! So interesting that I felt sorry when I reached the last page and I start looking 
forward for the 4th book. The thirst for the next book is well created by (a) the mystery around the 
ghost and the first session of exorcism which needs to be renewed; (b) the development in 
Medicines; (c) the body that disappeared." vicky Duval, Mauritian reader. 


Warm up those cold winter nights with these books. Be 
part of this exclusive group of readers! 


BOOK 4: 

Death at the Geldens Hotel is the fourth book is the series 
SEX, LIES & MURDER. Michaela Wilson had it all—a 
successful career, a brand new house, and a loving husband. 
Whilst on honeymoon on the island of Mauri Tsui, she is 
tragically strangled in her hotel room. This senseless act of 
brutality robbed this beautiful English rose of a wonderful 
and vibrant life. 


On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he risk 
his life to find the killer or killers or will it just be another 
open and shut case? 


Sex. Lies and Murder 
A"Great, great, great. Amazing ISBN 978-1-78280-758-2 


ending." Vicky Duval, 
Mauritian reader 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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“A very interesting book! 
Sydney S Chellen is a great 
writer with fascinating 
imagination! First time I 


“T read the book. Very 

nice one. Lovely story, 
very creative and spicy. 
The last sentence 


5 find myself clinging so touched my soul.” 

‘3 much to reading a book. Vanisha Soodoo, 

3 Interrupting the reading was__ Public Relations 

a done only when there was Officer. 

et wy ret need to do so. Interest 
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. Alona Came Kevi is maintained all through 

. Hong me n out. If the word “end” was Pontoved eealine He 

: aS eon as not written I would have ce aca ‘S 
kept turning the pages for BO vel ss Quay nice 

story.” 


Tanya Slegers Paul 


further reading.” Vicky 
Duval, Mauritian reader. 


ISBN 978-1-78280-95 1-7 
Along Came Kevin is a crime thriller that a mainstream publisher in his native country did not want 
you to read because ‘the plot may be a bit too dynamic for the Mauritian society and 
context.’ 
It is a story of deception and murder concerning a brilliant car mechanic, Chad Donaldson, who is 
married to Amanda Price, a stunning, sexy and brilliant dance teacher from Essex who is fifteen 
years his junior. After seven years of what he thought was a happy marriage, his life turns upside 
down when he learns her hidden secret. How will he handle his discovery? Will Amanda's and 


Chad’s life ever be the same again? 

A Step Too 
Far is a 
thrilling story 
of love, hate 
and murder. 


A Step Too Far is a great book, a 
perfect blend of love story 
(romance) and suspense. Somehow, 
it feels that at the beginning the 
author was driving slowly on the 
roundabout and preoccupied by 
which road to take to reach his 
destination. However, the language 
becomes more fluid as he leaves the 


roundabout. 
Mrs. Vicky Duval, reader from Mauritius. 
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A thing story of love, hate and murder 


Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t accept that his four-year-long 
relationship with her has come to an end. After failing to regain her affection, he vows that if he cannot have her, no one 
else will. When Pretti ignores his threat and marries Richard, she sends him into a fit of fury. How far is he going to go 
to put asunder what God has joined? Moreover, is he going to succeed in achieving his goal? 


ISBN 978-1-78808-454-3 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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The cheater cheated is “°°” 


. . interesting 
romantic thriller that read. A perfect 
: F . blend of love 
will excite and bring ad cane 
Vicky, Reader from 
tears to your eyes. Mauritus 


Mrs Diana.C., Reviewer from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


It is about a beauty therapist called Samantha who whilst on holiday in Venice with her parents, falls in love with Ed, 
an English gigolo. They elope to get married but the romance does not last long and after divorcing each other, they go 
their separate ways. Ed goes to fight in Iraq whilst Samantha meets and marries Clive, a plastic surgeon who is more 
than twice her age and she gives birth to a daughter. Five years later Ed comes back home to attend the funeral of his 
father. By chance, Samantha and Ed meet again. Though Samantha rebuffs Ed’s advances, determined to win her back 
he pesters her. Days later, Ed is shot dead in his bed-sit. Who has done it? Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield investigates. 


ISBN 788-1-78808-452-9 
You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


Chellen’s novel, This latest novel, Bride In Waiting, 
Bride In Waiting, isa by Sydney S Chellen is a tale of 
compelling read. It’s lve, adultery and treachery and the 
passions and tensions they arouse in 
an Asian family. The ending may 
surprise some readers. Set on the 
island of Mauritius the story will 
adapt well in a typical Bollywood 
movie, with singing, dancing and 


eat it? sobbing! PreVal, a reviewer. 
Ms P.C., Reader from Ashford. Kent. UK. 
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a modernised version 
of ‘Torn between 
two lovers’. Should 
we be allowed to 
have our cake and 


Bride in Waiting 

This is a thrilling story of love and tribulations. 

Dr Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for ten years. They have a beautiful daughter, a detached house in the city 
and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except Rama is secretly having an affair with his assistant, Dr Gud. The 
latter desperate to have Rama for herself, threatens to end the affair unless Rama divorces his wife and marries her 
instead. Rama has to choose between his family and his lover. 


ISBN 978-1-78972-052-5 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


99 


GPSbooksUK 


A thrilling The Other 
story of ous 
mistaken fe ue » a 
identity, gripping 
oo psychological 
an ‘ 
murder, thriller and a 
Pe A Mauritian reader great page- 
i = A most turner. 
§ <I enjoyable Mr. S. King, a reviewer. 
$ novel with an 
E = unexpected 
~ twist at the ; 
i 5 end. The pace A compelling read 
i aaa from start to finish. 
z ate : Full of twists...you 
4 res Ylndes won't want to put 


~at 
a, 


° 


‘i Aghrilling story of mistaken identity, revenge ahd mitirden 


it down. 
Mrs T.C, reader from Kent. UK. 


“What would you do if your identity 
was stolen by someone who looked 
just like you? A rollercoaster ride of 
deceit that will keep you on the edge 


of your seat until the end.” 
Macdadd. A reader from Kent. 


Life is about to change for Bono Spencer, an art dealer who is married to a beautiful Russian 
nightclub singer. Returning home from his latest business venture, Bono finds himself embroiled in 
s case of mistaken identity. Once his life was simple and uncomplicated, now Bono has to fight to 
get back his home, his wife and his life. Will he find the help he needs to fight back? 


ISBN 978-1-78972-053-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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THE 


INVISIBLE 
ENEMY 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 
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As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a terrorist and a mad scientist set out to make the most of the 
situation by kidnapping some world leaders and holding them to ransom. The situation was becoming desperate until a 
British Secret Agent jumped into the game to eradicate the villains, but the latter were prepared to retaliate. How far 
would they go? Learn more by going through this new novel by Sydney S. Chellen, a master of intrigue. REVIEW by Prega 


Valaydon, 14 May, 2021 


DARING 
MISSION 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 


A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has been rushed to hospital 
where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid his body of the deadly virus, a 
capsule and its crew is miniaturised and pushed down his windpipe. Is the crew taking too much of a risk as 
they run against the clock?... 


REVIEW: The voyage inside the human body is written in plain English making it quite educational as well as 
entertaining. Mrs. Carr, a reader from South Wales. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five—year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
gambling debt. The only way Donna can save Jeff is for her to settle his debt in ten equal instalments over a 
period of ten weeks. She is given a limited period to decide whether to pay the money. She naively signs a 
dodgy contract. Caught up in a financial fraud, she finds herself stranded in a foreign country. Soon she 
discovers a plot to murder her. Can she act quickly and save her life? 


Reviews 


Set in the UK and Nigeria, this new novel starts with a financial fraud, followed by impersonations, 
treachery and murder. In his usual style, the writer blends mystery and suspense. The pace is fast keeping 
the reader on the edge. Prega Valaydon, 2021. 


Wonderful Romance. Full of suspense. Read at one go easily with scenes that are lively. The reader’s 
turmoil accumulating is dissolved by the happy ending. Regular Reader, VDC, Mtius, 2022. 


My friend recommended this novel. It is a 5-star for sure. Once I started reading I couldn’t stop! Many 
twists and turns. Amazon Reviewer. 


I’ve been looking for a romantic thriller novel to read and found my fix! Based ona 
millionairess who got caught on a financial scam and quickly found her life was at risk. I loved the narrative 


from start to finish, the plot, everything! - Goodreads Reviewer. 


Once I started to read I found it very hard to stop. Very easy to get lost in it’s various twists and turns with 
every turn of a page speculation and curiosity grew. Donna’s naivety and stupidity led her into dangerous 
territories. One that every woman who doesn’t want to get scammed should make a point of reading. Reader 
from London. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


Online 


Visit his website and read sample chapters of his books free, send and receive personal messages, and leave 
comments at www.sydneyschellenbooks.com 


A Step Too F 


ar 
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Why not find out more about Sydney’s double lives, in Mauritius and Kent, his family and 
beloved cats and how he spends his time when he is not writing stories. Also, learn more 
about new releases and pre-publication sample chapters. 
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Other books 


by Sydney S Chellen 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals. Routledge isan 0-415-22747-x 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals - Student edition. 
Routledge ISBN 0-415-30557-8 (pb); ISBN 0-415-30556-X (hb). 


The patient with a Mental Disorder. Cassell. issn 0.06-318295-s 


Information Technology for the Caring Professions. Harper 


and ROW. Issn 0-304-33162-7 (hb); 0-304-33164-3 (pb) 
Word for Windows. Cassell. ISBN 0-304-33242-9 


Excel for Windows. Cassell. issn 0-304-33241-0 


A passage to Europe. GPSbooksUK. 
Memories of Yesteryears. GPSbooksUK. 
Untold Story - An Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 


An Untold Story Retold- The Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 
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ADULT THRILLER 
Revenge of the BEAST 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


The third book in the series. 


Antonio Bellucci was presumed dead when he 
was shot twice and he ran into the sea in Herne Bay, 
Kent, England. Is he the road to happiness for Desiré or 
the worst nightmare for the Wilsons? 
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